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PRELUDE 



AFTEBAWHILE. 



It 



After a while, is a beautiful day, 
The storm will be ended, and brighter the sun, 
The weariness over, the task will be done, 
Some sweet thing is coming to erery one. 
After a while. 

'^ After a while, is a prosperous day, 
Then we shall have all the wisdom we need. 
Our earnest endeavors shall always succeed, 
And every ideal expand to a deed. 
After a while. 

''After a while, is an affluent day. 
When our fugitive treasures shall all be secure. 
And we shall forget that we ever were poor, 
When patience shall blossom and friendship endure, 
After a while. 



*' After awhile, is a halcyon day, 

When the love we have lavished our bosoms shall 

bless, 
Then shall be true every hand that we press, 
The hearts we confide in, the lips we caress, 
After a while, 

''After a while, 'tis a merciful day. 
Filled with all comfort and free from all fear. 
And thrilled with all love. Ah I if only 'twere clear 
What the day of the month and the month of the 

year, 
After a while. 

''After a while, 'tis a far away time. 

For now, while looking and waiting, I see 

'Tis not in the calendar open to me. 

So it must be in Ood's, in the life that's to be. 

After a while." 



PART ONE 



Of Things Temporal 



DAVID ERENBERG. HEALER 

It is here I The message of glad tidings, the mes- 
sage of great joy, telling of your home-coming, my 
dear sister Angela, with all your precious household. 
It hastened over land and sea, the forerunner of 
days illumined by your loved presence. 

Waiting the fulfillment of its promise, I call 
over your nameili and rehearse your virtues and 
your charms. Angela the beautiful, ''Bright Shin- 
ing Star, ' ' as father loved to call you ; Baron Siebert, 
the wise and good; Edward Ellison Siebert, just 
graduated, and the pride of my heart. Those vali- 
ant twin boys almost ready to step over the thresh- 
hold of youth into the borderland of manhood, and 
the little daughter Katrinii, whom I am to meet for 
ihe first time, and yet with whom I feel so well ac- 
quainted; though to her. Aunt Ailene is but a myth. 
A goodly company, and I shall hold you fast as long 
as you can be persuaded to remain. 

Every blade of grass will nod a welcome when 
you come, each flower send forth its sweetest fra- 
grance to greet you, and every atom in the old house 
will stir with gladness in responsive vibration to the 
cheer of your voices and the music of your tread. 
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In an oyerflow of deligbt, I have lost poasenion 
of myself 9 and can neither do or not do, anything in 
aaana^iwy. Save evw iMfv^ailett^ atil it.i^vere 
potnUe fbr it to hail yon in mid-<>cean and add its 
lines to. the aerogram already sent. 

I mnsLfbld mr ^i"i<^*> awhUe and in silence listen. 
fw aiQiid^ig voice. 

T^ntUtfM^ the IpncUx ^R<»^ fmm ooib th^ vMtMSi^ 
and with the forea>of %.d^w*ae^ bida. 19* n»ke tbesa 
wftitiisg dsyi. a^ l«9gt|i9n^ ol onr visit by wxiting 
oqt MKOM ot the events and. interests I long to shaire 
^tb yoiffpK tmm ia ftsetvig^ and. well we know 
ypwralay will: seem but as a burst of supshine, in a^ 
dinitda^^ tbat comfi^witiL itsibenediction of lii^t anjd 
cl^«r».aniiis gone.. 

Ifte compliaMa- with tfaia mandate, I will writer 
do«iBi itorryonr oonvenimt, perasal: % htM aceonnt 
ot §mm oi t)ie psssing aveiita eonnaeted witii my^ 
\U% that in our osdinwy^ eorreiyoodenca^ it seemedr 
almMt iiaposiibla>*a raoord» \^ which I shonld lovoi 
toi talk Mdt ndiiek I f eel swe will be of interest t9 
yon. 

U, will stMdr vn^ nei^ves,, wHle awaitine 9v>nr 
aisnvaU to. nut <m pn0ta,jBfiommt9l of som<t tbinca 
tAr. wikiab) t bsm>: gM^e^. i«y inleMift asd. tijim aa4 
btartdiiriiig onrrliwgrSMianrtifiiL 

Ut aMV bit well t^^fa bai^li^ U tbsi daiia 4plb>wiiig^ 
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your last home visit, the time mhMooi ^nr tov^d and 
loving father passed into the higher Ufe, tor I am 
regretfully certain tiuit I did not at that time keit> 
you veiy fully infonned -^f my whepeabonta or 
avocations. 

After our mother's death, which followed ^ao 
soon the date of your marriage, father and I, left 
1>y the 1iea¥t3unone alon^, b^isntfe all fin nU to each 
othieir. We fihas"^ evefy thought, ihtereijt and an- 
ticipation, and ^elHft ilthoit c<»istlLiitly tdgeiher. 
We w^'e {tood conirad^ ^an^ geniil companions. 

When he was called f^m eavth, And yon liad m- 
ttimed to your flunily, and 1 wva 1^ alone in th^ 
great silent house, I ftilt Ys ft CvCi^ing Was gone, 
and the solitary srtiihtess ^crv% ireimd m^ a'piUl of 
iMH^neis md desobill^i. 

Dk*. ^el^r t>e*me Uttinea, nmi, 4niliMa mt mt 
«it^ sAd ImmedilM ^dMHge. 

Tern i!*eniemb^ 4ie iRmK iiPltiilie mtdm^^ttibmm 
lio ycror cheery Oenatfn iMMe. Tims ^tte 9e^e «itt 
hri^teesfr^^^ IMtfie ^ ^Hdtm - HI^ iMSt^tmngt 
of Aonght «n snb jwis Mw ind J iMimMing Itt ii a 
4he d»^ anfoldmrnt, ^ittd MtMifliied% pyMr«^«ill 
svwwtth tL^Uusm^^itiaimL 

But the '"wanderlust" ^mmeHpn^nM. 3%a^ 
^au «ood-b3Fe and hatfA % ioag vp i t w a m ga; Ibrtu- 
aataly, 41ie atnatMi of. a dd lirite ^pHtpmm alu n ya 
guided my steps. 



12 DAVm BEBNBBBG, HEAL^ 

The first real stop I made after leaying you, was 
at a convent in Central France. The loveliness of 
its surroundings, the calm serenity that brooded 
over it, the sacredness of the consecrated lives within 
brought peace to my heart and fully restored its nor- 
mal poise. 

Admitted as a student of music, I soon became a 
private pupil of the Mother Superior. Of course, 
teaching ^was not required of her, but we loved each 
other and she assumed this duty, which threw us 
much together. She was a glorious musician, a com- 
poser, and her improvisations were something for 
angels to listen to, enraptured. 

Very suddenly she died, and I went away. 

After that I spent months in visiting European 
cities, which opened the way to a two years' course 
in the study of architecture, combined with the ex- 
amination of noted buildings, studying them both 
from the standpoint of artist and artisan, with the 
intent of collecting material for a book to be written 
at some future day. What I gathered was good and 
helpfi\l, but the acquired knowledge was put to a 
very different use from that planned, as I will ex* 
plain when you are here. 

There was always something to stimulate my en- 
ergies, and, in everything I undertook, I felt an in- 
tense interest. 
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My last year on the continent was given to a 
course in higher mathematics and astronomy, under 
the direction of a Leipsic prof essor, Herr Bergsind, 
with whose family I boarded. 

Suddenly, while in that genial companionship, 
my every heart-string vibrated to the tune of 
''Home, Sweet Home/' Responding to the heart 
call, I made immediate preparations to return to 
' ' home and native land, ' ' and turned aside only once 
after starting. That once was to make a second tour 
up the Nile, to seek more knowledge in line with 
some investigations made during a former sojourn 
in the land of ancient civilization and marvelous 
mystery. 

It was then I bought my beautiful horse, 
Arabia, from a native, who shed so many tears at 
parting that I persuaded him to bring her to Edina 
himself, and remain till she was properly installed in 
her new home. She is a magnificent animal, clad in 
white, her pink skin soft as velvet. There is a keen 
sympathy and perfect understanding between us. I 
am eager to introduce her to you as if she were a 
human friend. 

Once aboard the home-bound ship, its landing 
was awaited with impatience, for an inspiration fired 
my soul to take up the work for Edina and its citi- 
zens, that dear father had laid down, and on the day 
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of arriving home, I sent for Judge Wiseman, now of 
the firm, '' Wiseman & Sons," and we talked over the 
large, well-matured plans father had left for the im- 
provement of the town and the betterment of the 
people. The Judge says, '' Father's foresight and 
ability to keep in advance of the front ranks bor- 
dered on the supernatural." 

We began at once to use his suggestions in organ- 
izing a work of brotherly love, for which I have juist 
one gift — ^an unfailing memory of all the people I 
meet, their faces and names. This was my strong 
staff. Our efforts met with gratifying success, and 
gradually began to bear fruit, good fruit. Now, modt 
of the citizens here are working along some line of 
helpfulness, and Edina has become widely known as 
''the workingman's paradise." 

While ttigaged in these new interests, aad 
brought in frequent contact for the first time with 
many whose lives were but a round of struggles f cdr 
bread, a realization of the immense value of money, 
and the responsibilities attendant upon its posses- 
sion, dawned upon my consciousness, and one day 
I asked Judge Wiseman, **Am I very rkW^ 

''Yes, Ailene, very rich^ and yet you do not adorn 
yourself with a single jewel." 

"One," I responded, reaching out my hand, "tiiia 
ruby ring, given by my parents the day I was eigh- 
teen. I do not ignore jewels through any pr^udiee; 
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Ut&f^ simiply: do sat seem to fit me. But if I really 
wm rmj riehv I would like to know abomt the prep- 
ertj I poaeesi, especially that located in Bdina. I 
nadght want to use it very difBerently if I fnlly under- 
alood. It^ i^ 80 wrong to drift through the years in- 
a selfish inconnderate way. 'Noblesse oblige/ and I 
begin to realiate that I am one to whom much has 
been givea and therefdre of whom much is re- 
quired/' 

**A11 v«ry right," was his reply. **We will go 
tegether to my office^ now, if cony^ent to you." 

We went, and i>assed directly to his oomisel room. 
From there he led the way to an inner apartm«it| 
large, bright and airy. ''Here," he said, "is^ where 
your father and I talked over all business aiflnrs. 
II is still devoted exclusively to him and to the int«r- 
esis- he left in my keeping* ' ' 

"See tins picture of him. It is perfect. I never 
enter h^re without expecting to see that hand reach 
out in greeting. He is my inspiration now, as in 
times past." Then he tiirew back the doors of two- 
tall iron safes^ saying, "Here you can get acquainted^ 
with yourpossessions and perhi^ your duties. ' ' 

I felt overwhdmed as I comprehended even 
measurably the immoise value of my inheritanee, 
and realized the consequences that must follow its 
use, and, saying> "If just as well« I will come tomor- 
row, 'M turned and passed <mt. 
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The Judge ealled his carriage, but with his intui- 
tive understanding of my feelings, did not come with 
me, knowing that I must find my way alone through 
tlus new maze, into some method of procedure. I do 
not think, rister, that you, more than I, ever com- 
prehended the extent of our possessions. 

Beaching home, I went directly to father's 
'^ thought room," and sat down in his big chair. I 
do not remember anything more till about midnight, 
when a burst of light flooded the room and I heard 
a voice say, ''Your plans are all right, my child, go 
to your rest now, and begin in the morning to work 
them out. ' ' 

I obeyed. 

On waking in the morning I found three projects 
distinctly outlined in my mind. First, to put all this 
property in circulation as soon as possible. Second, 
to use it in Edina. Third, to begin by erecting as 
many dwelling houses as could be readily sold. 

After breakfast, I went, as appointed, to the 
Judge's office, to lay this outline before him. He 
listened attentively and said, ''I know nothing could 
please your father better. We will begin at once to 
follow these plans." So there was a great awaken* 
ing in the property that had lain so long in a state 
of unproductiveness. 

There is scarcely a street in Edina where I do 
not own one or more lots. In the vicinity of the f ac- 
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tones there are many aeres, and mneh more on the 
outskirts of the oity ; also large tracts on both sides 
of the river. 

Our first step was to lay out an addition near the 
shopSy which we alluringly named ^'Homeside," 
graded and paved the streets, leaving a circle of 
about an acre in the center on which was a number 
of large old trees. We called it ''The Orove/' and 
fitted it up with benches, chairs and small tables; 
had the sewer, water and gas mains extended, and 
then began building cottages on the lots, varying 
in size from three to eight rooms. All were attrac- 
tive, no two just alike, and a patch of ground be- 
longed to each. In this work I found my study in 
Architecture a great help. 

These cottages were sold to day-laborers at the 
lowest price possible without actual loss, and cm 
easy payments. None were rented. 

Other buildings were constructed in many parts 
of the city. We have built, since my return home, 
an average of 300 cottages a year ; also many fine 
residences, yet we cannot keep pace with the de- 
mand. 

We did not confine our efforts wholly to building 
cottages, for labor must be sustained and fostered 
by capital, and we have endeavored to attract in 
every ri^t way people of wealth and proven busi- 
ftbility. 



r 
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The eharmisg groimdi somoiindiiig Creteent 
Lake were divided into ten-acre lots. Winding 
streets made it possible so to arrange the building 
sites that no house could possibly interfere witii the 
view of another. Each purchaser signed a contract 
to keep his lot undivided for a long term of years, 
and to put on it no structure of any kind without the 
consent of the original owner or her heirs. We put 
up two large> handsome resid^ices there, which were 
promptly sold^ and have had one or more under con- 
struction ever since. Judge Wiseman thinks tiiat by 
putting up the buildings ourselves^ a general {dan 
can be^ followed that will insure greater satisfacti<m 
to the individual own^ and to the citizens i|i gen- 
eral. 

Of many other things in this line I will iM>t take 
tte time to write now. The Judge will be delighted 
to go over all details with Baron Siebert when you 
are here. But I will tell you briefly of the final dis- 
posal I intend to make of this property. All money 
aeeruing in any way from the estate is to be divided 
equally between the Home for the Friendless and 
the Free Hospital. Both were established here 
through father's efforts and generosity. They are 
the two most helpful and beneficent institutions in 
tiie^ city* Tou know father used to caU Edina his 
'^needy child/' and was alwi^ seeking wiqts and 
means to supply its needs, and I think this the exact 
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thing he would choose to have done, lor his hand 
wats ever outstretched to help the sick and the friend- 
less. 

The estate will be administered l^ Wiseman "k 
Sons, or some one appointed by them, for fifty yetOn 
aftet its ti'ansf er to the city, and papers ai^ miade, 
for the further care by trustees, to be appointe4 by 
the city authorities, so it does not seem possibk that 
Edina can ever be defrauded of its gift. 

I think you remember how highly father esteemed 
the old Judge, as the young people are beginning to 
call Judge Wiseman. When I was left alone, he as- 
sumed a sort of guardianship over me, which was 
natural, as all my temporal needs were supplied 
through him, and his watchful care has always been 
very gratefully appreciated. 

You know, his son Tom and I were playmates be- 
fore we could talk. We always went to school to- 
gether. I took the same law course that he did aild 
was graduated in his class. Father used to say that 
I was a bom lawyer, and I wanted to make good my 
birthright. Tom and I have always been friends in 
the fullest meaning of that precious word. The 
Judge's grandson, Tom's only nephew, is the third 
teember of the firm, and he is Tom all over again. 
So the administration of the estate can safely be left 
with them fe(r a l<mg period of years. 
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Remembering how carefully mother looked after 
the needs and morals of her ''black children/' as 
she called the freed slaves she brought with her 
when she came a bride to Edina. I have kept 
thoughtful guard over them and their descendants. 
Many houses have gone up on the tract set apart 
for them, just across the street that borders Ellison 
Place on the north. Whenever any of them wish 
to marry, a simple, prettily furnished house is the 
wedding gift from the estate, though Wiseman ft 
Sons hold the deeds so long as any of us keep pos- 
session of the old home, that there may be no unde- 
sirable sales of any of the land. They have pride 
in keeping themselves and their possessions right, 
and I have great satisfaction in the colony we have 
fostered, whose ancestors so few years back were 
only chattels. 

They have a schoolhouse, church, amusement hall, 
library, water supply, electric plant and all things 
necessary for an independent community, wholly 
and legally their own. 

Old Job and Mammy, who used to care for us so 
tenderly in our lives' beginnings, havejoined the 
''saints beyond the river," but their son and wife so 
exactly fill the places of those gone, that we call 
them by the same old names, "Job and Mammy," 
and you will scarcely realize any change. 
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Their eldest son is the minister. He is a good 
man and influential among his people. I pay him a 
comfortable salary, and he certainly earns it. They 
always have regular grade teachers from Carlisle 
and Toskogee, and whatever specialists their needs 
require. I am interested to help them acquire just 
as complete an education as they aspire to, and a 
number of them are now filling places of honor and 
trust. 

Mammy's youngest son and two of her grandsons 
are in Liberia, and have been commended by the 
government for the uplift they have given to the 
communities where they are located, but most of 
them prefer to follow on here in the ordinary way. 
I always employ as many of them as I can find work 
for, and their services are in demand throughout the 
city. There was never a worthless fellow among 
them. I shall feel a little sorry for the older ones 
when I go. They will miss me, for I know and con- 
sider their peculiarities and supply their wants. I 
owe them much for faithful service devotedly ren- 
dered all through my life, and I feel a genuine af- 
fection for them. 

Looking after this large place, and the things per- 
taining to it, would have been so hard and different 
without them to depend upon ; always so faithful, so 
interested to carry out my slightest desire. Never iu 
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SQF grevence has one of them q>oken aa impatient 
l!^ord or worn an unpleasant face. 

For Job and Mammy I have provided a life i^i- 
iimtjrf and have set aside a goodly sum to be used by 
tbe^ deseendants in case of any calamity for which 
they cannot themselves provide. 

I hope this little ban4 of the sons of Ham will 
continue to be in the years to come as good citizens 
as they have in those that are past. 

I have written at some length of these temporal 
affairs, thinking you would want to know about 
them. 

Business projects, combined with an intense de- 
sire for promoting the welfare of Edina and its 
people, were of engrossing interest to me for some 
yea^, an interest I have never lost or looked upon 
with indifference, but it was superceded, ma,de sec- 
ondary, when, through association with David Eren- 
berg. Healer, a new estimate of l^he value of life im- 
mprtal was unpolled before me, and something 
greater, something beyond, niy power to conceive, 
came like a gift, direct from, the ''Father of Life/' 
renewing my soul. 



PART TWO 



My Daj^ With David Erenberg 

All I have written, dear sister, is but tiie prelude 
of' an aftertime when the deep waters of 017 heart 
were stirred^ first by the wisdom, then by tiie love, 
of David Erenberg. 

Of him, and our reunion and recognition of each 
others I widi you to know above all else, and will 
write of him as. best I can. Our days together were 
few, and' I did not comprehend the infinite meaning 
of my intense happiness in his presence or the charm 
of our mental harmony; or surmise the compass of 
hisipve and the predetermined oneness of our soujls, 
till the last sad, sweet, transcendent hour of our 
earthly association. 

Witiioi^ doubt, Angda, you have kept a memory 
of him, the psychic physician who ministered to 
father so tenderly in his last sickness. 

I wish I could portray his faultless character, bisi 
greiitnesfi, and the cham of word and manner that 
pervaded all he said and did, and give you an idea 
of Msi spiritual illumination, and the radiance of his 
life^ but that can only be known by knowing him, so 
I will simply give a recountid. of the incidents as they 
coxae. tO: m^, of our days together^ 4iiri]^ bis liBMt 
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It will seem very tame written out on paper, but 
that brief association with him renewed my life and 
sent my soul out on the wings of the morning, as did 
the Psalmist's, to find the All Gk>od everywhere. 

Through knowing him, the value of conscious 
existence dawned upon my mind, and I began to 
realize the meaning and the possibilities of Eternal 
life. 

He has passed from earth now. Nearly four 

years ago a paper was sent me from Pearl Harbor, 

Hawaii, containing this announcement: 

''Our loved physician, David Erenberg, is dead I 
Taken from us in the prime of manhood, the fullness 
of energy, wisdom and influence. None can esti- 
mate our loss, but every citizen will feel bereft, for 
all were in some way benefited by his benign infiu- 
ence, his unlimited sympathy and constant helpful- 
ness. 

''Dr. Erenberg stood on Long Pier this afternoon, 
when the terrific gale struck our harbor, and saw a 
boat in which a band of children had taken refuge, 
drifting out to sea. He plunged instantly into the 
receding waves and overtaking the boat, by super- 
human e£Fort, brought it in, with its youthful crew 
unharmed. 

"A cheer went up from the watching crowd as 
the boat struck tiie shore, and was made fast by 
helpix^g hands. 

"Surrounded by the flock of grateful children, 
whose lives he had saved, Dr. Erenberg walked back 
9pme ^istftnce frpm the winter's edge, with }fd^ ^s^al 
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strong, light step, waving his hand in acknowledge- 
ment of the plaudits of the appreciative crowd that 
had gathered. Suddenly he fell. Loving friends 
bent over him and strong hands bore him, on an im- 
provised litter, to the Sailors' Hospital across the 
street. But neither friendly ministration nor med- 
ical skill were of any avail. He never spoke again, 
and very soon the soul light faded from his face. 

** Saturday his body will lie in the Cathedral on 
C^itral Avenue. Sunday, at sunset, it will be laid 
to rest under the sheltering trees in Ocean Grove 
Cemetery." 

I write from memory. Every word is burned into 
my heart. When the announcement was sent, I 
did not realize, as I do now, that it meant to David 
and me, not separation, but the annihilation of dis- 
tance, the nearing of a perfect and eternal reunion. 
This blessed revelation came soon with a power that 
gave me perfect resignation and trust. 

Dr. Erenberg came to Edina three years ago last 
August. It will soon be August again, and a new 
year wiU be counted from the date that opened my 
way into perfect happiness, and peace and satisfac- 
tion. He remained two months, two glorious months 
when for me **sun, moon and stars sang together." 
I had waited and looked for him with an intensity 
of purpose I did not at the time comprehend — ' 
watched and waited lon^; at last the quest was re- 
warded. 
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On returning from the Old World, I endeavored 
to re-establish the broad hospitality and outreaching 
friendliness that our parents formerly dispensed, and 
as there came from out the past memories of friends 
and acquaintances of bygone years, I sought near 
and far for all whom memory recalled, invited them 
here, visited them in their homes, and began to feel 
once more that I was a vital part of the community. 

For David Erenberg I inquired of every one, but 
inquired in vain. *'He went away," they said, no 
one seemed to know where. Many remembered him 
and recalled his kindly deeds, his tenderness to every 
helpless or su£Fering thing, his marked individuality, 
his wonderful gift of healing, but beyond that they 
only knew that '*he went away." 
* Edina is so delightfully situated, and has such 
excellent conveniences for entertaining large assem- 
blies of people, that for some time it has been looked 
upon as a sort of convention center. 

In search of new attractions of a large nature, 
some one conceived the plan of fitting up ''a camp- 
ing ground" at Purple Lake. No pains were spared 
in making all convenient and delightful. Cottages 
were built on the mesa, tents were spread around 
the lake; a camp ground, with assembly hall and 
lecture room was set apart for the studious. An 
electric road ran out to these groiuids, and at the 
terminus a fine hotel was erected. 
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When all was eompletedy there was widely adver- 
tisedy ''An Assembly for People of New Ideas/' 

One could but wonder that there were so many 
people with ''New Ideas" in the world. They came 
from everywhere, and from every walk in life, and 
swarmed about the camp for the whole season. 

Looking over the paper one morning, I read this 
announcement, "David Erenberg, Healer, is at 
Purple Lake. ' ' 

Without delay, I called for Arabia and rode di- 
rectly to the camp. 

Sauntering through the grounds, I soon saw our 
dear friend of former years, emerging from a tent, 
a little way up the mountain side. He was so un- 
changed that I knew him from afar — and yet so very 
changed. The same lithe figure, the same light stef> 
and graceful poise, the same luminous face ; but the 
passing years had thrown about him a mantle of 
dignity and benignity that revealed the true noble- 
man in every look and motion. 

He came directly across the camp ground, wav- 
ing his hand in recognition, and with kind and 
courtly welcome led the way to his tent. Gk>ing in, 
I met a beautiful Oipsy-faced woman, whom he in- 
troduced as "Zelda, Queen of Our Home." He 
placed a chair for me beside her, and sitting oppo- 
site on a camp stool, talked of many things, past, 
present and future. 
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Tkere wius an eloqueiiee in his every word, richer 
and rarer than we are wont to hear from platform 
or pnlpit. We talked interestedly on till, noticing a 
crowd of patients gathering outside, I prosily re- 
turned to commonplace subjects and told him oi a 
trouble threatening my eyes which had baffled our 
pfeiysicians. '^Yes, I have noticed it," he said, ^'I 
ean .cure your eyes. Gome to us every morning at 
ten, if that is a pleasant hour for riding. Few 
others will come so early ; my office hours do not be- 
gin till one." 

With that arrangement, I bade them good-bye, 
and returned home. 

As was agreed, I went regularly to their tent 
every day during their stay, unless we could plan 
that they should come here. 

During my first treatment the Healer said : ' ' Sit 
silently and passively. You will go home with per- 
fect sight," and strange as it seems, 'tis true that 
from that hour my eyes were well, ** perfectly well," 
a council of the best oculists h^e afterward said, 
and one of them added, ''It is one of those miracles 
that in ways unexplainable by us, are sometimes 
wrought — a foreshowing of things that are to be." 

In the visits to the Healer that followed, I was 
not bidden to sit in silence, and we had the rarest 
most delightful conversations. Many windows wert 
opened in my soul, through which thouij^rts flittai 
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ajid eravded so fast thi^ I eoiild coteh axul hold b^t 
ItWy loid when the hour eame to leave^ Arabia 
brought me home, because she knew the way. It 
ney«r occurred to me to guide her. I was enfolded 
in a thought-mist that permeated and renewed my 
life. 

It seems strange that I can repeat sfo few of the 
Healer's words. I think he must have suggested a 
great deal more than he really said, for I never left 
him without feeling that I had stood on the mount 
of transfiguration. 

I tried to write out some of our conversations 
from memory — ^an utter failure. The beginnings I 
made contain some of his thoughts, and a few of his 
expressions and life experiences, and I will try to 
add to them such other thoughts as are preserved 
in memory's volumes. But really I do not think I 
shall be able to give you much more than a bare rela- 
tion of the events of those few, rare days we spent 
together. 

At first, I took a few notes of his conversations, 
but it seemed to hinder the influence of his thoughts, 
80 tliere really is little but memory to draw from. 
The few notes I did take are in the secret pwiel, 
ekwe to the fireside, where I sit most when alone. 

Sentimental, I know, and I am filled and thrilled 
WJith sentiment since those days, and have lived a 
new life in a new world. It is a singular confession 
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for one who has always been so prosaic and prac- 
tical as I; but I am changed, rather wakened, and 
tonight I am taking you into the inner courts of my 
life temple, revealing myself to you from within. 

The second time I went to camp, when the 
Healer told me it would be better not to talk, he 
said, **Be passive, and everything will bring you a 
gift from the slightest vibration of the atmosphere 
to the most powerful excitement you can experi- 
ence." 

This is a mere text, but I came away laden with 
rich gifts, multitudes of plans, and expectations of 
ability to be and do what I had never conceived be- 
fore, and, most comforting of all, with a realiza- 
tion of the full restoration of my sight. Hope, that 
rare artist, who hangs her glowing pictures in the 
hallway through which our life journey trends, was 
my charming guest, and so full of animation and en- 
thusiasm over the creations she placed before me 
that I felt they were a prophecy and a promise — 
even more, a solid reality. 

''We shall expect you every dfl,y,'' the Healer 
said, smilingly, when I rose to go. **I can help you 
in some ways, and then, it is not often one like you 
stands at our door. If you could realize the preci- 
ousness of your presence, you would know we must 
say as we do, 'Come often and stay long.' " 
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Accustomed as I am to appreciation from hosts 
of kind friends, I felt the surprise that passed over 
my face, and he quickly added, **I never stooped to 
flatter anyone. I am certain you will believe me and 
understand." Ordinarily these gracious . words 
would have seemed only a passing courtesy, a gleam 
of kindly feeling, but uttered by him, they thrilled 
my soul as he well knew. 

I understand them now, just as he trusted that, 
in time, I would. 

We had a soulful visit the next day. The Healer 
talked of the vastness of creation, dwelling on the 
idea that in his every plan, from the beginning of 
time, the great maker of all was thinking and pre- 
paring for man, who was to be formed in his own 
image ; of life that nothing can destroy ; of unending 
development, emphasizing the thought that death 
never stops anything once begun, but that it is only 
**an event" in the progress through unending ages. 

Whenever it was time to go home, in the demo- 
cratic ways of this untrammeled land, I extended 
my hand to Queen Zelda and the Healer as I said 
adieu, but at the close of this visit, instead of taking 
my hand lightly as before, he held it in a strong, 
steady clasp while he said, **This kind hand, so cor- 
dial in greeting, so sympathetic in its outreaching, 
so generous in giving, so ready and quick in doing 

ft kindness, so responsive to the higher wiU, so per- 
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feet in form, so eomf orting in its toueh ; of this same 
hand I am going to ask a favor that will seem to yon 
very strange, but you will grant it, believing that I 
know whereof I speak. I request that it shall reach 
out to me in its bounty and blessedness no more^ for 
I must do without such gentle, such sweet ministra- 
tion. May Ood ever bless this kind hand, and hold it 
softly in His own, and lead you by it in smooth paths 
all the long way. ' ' 

My eyes grew moist, and my heart beat fast while 
he spoke, but I answered calmly, '*Ever the true 
mystic, dwelling in majesty alone, needing no—" 
**Say it not, dear friend," he interrupted. **I prize 
every expression of human sympathy." 

Queen Zelda broke the sUefice that followed by 
exclaiming : ' ' David Is beginning to treat you just 
as he does me. He will never let me fasten his neok-^ 
tie, though I can do it a great deal better than he 
does; nor help pull on his topcoat, even when it isl 
heavy and close; not bring his slippers, no matter 
how tired he is; nor even push back a lock of his 
bonnie brown hair when it gets out of place. ' ' 

''Ah, Zelda is a magician," he declared^ ''I have 
to beware of her. She does everything better than 
I possibly can. She transforms this old tent into a 
pleasant and atti^active shelter. She would trans- 
form me if I allowed it, but I must go a lonely way, 
and eat the bread tod drink the eup that unfailihg 
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wisdom has prepared for me. Sometimes I do not 
like the taste, but I know it is wholesome, and from 
it I derive my strength. ' ' 

While he spoke, I turned in mind the possible 
reason for his strange request, and when he ceased, 
quoted questioningly the Saviour's words, ** Virtue 
has gone out from me." ''You heal sometimes by 
'la3ring on of hands/ and must hoard the healing 
power for those in great need ! ' ' 

''In a way you are right," he replied. "I try 
not to lavish where I should store. More does not 
jseem for me to say now. Some time it will be clear 
to you without explanation, but I should like you to 
know that J have made a great sacrifice this morn- 
ing/' 

"Yes," said Zelda, "it is recorded in the ether. 
I can read the words. It says, ' I would rather clasp 
thy hand in mine than wear a monarch's crown, but 
rather than either of these, I would wear the crown 
for which I daily strive to make myself worthy.' " 

Bright, joyous Zelda ! She always prevented any 
awkward sombre occasions with her ringing laugh, 
ber playful manner, and quick repartee that usually 
unfolded some truth more familiar to them than to 
people in general. But, I am going to confess to 
you now, dear sister, that while we chatted, I drew 
on my glove, feeling glad that it was white and new, 
and did not remove it all the rest of the day for it 



38 DAVID ERENBERG, HEALER 

inclosed something I was loath to lose. When the 
twilight had settled around, I realized that the 
virtue of the Healer's touch had gone from my hand 
down into the deep places of my life and become a 
fountain wherefrom I might draw for myself and 
others. 

From that time on I drifted in and out from their 
simple abode with only a cordial good momi»g and 
a friendly good-bye to the Healer. 

Lest their unconventional ways might cause sur 
prise, and cautious vigilance among the servants, the 
first time the Healer came here, I called in Mammy 
and Uncle Job, explaining, **Dr. Erenberg is the 
physician who ministered to father in his last sick- 
ness, and will drop in whenever he can during his 
short stay in the city.'' 

They both remembered him, and Uncle Job bowed 
low, saying, **We are glad to see you again, Sah, in 
Massa 's old home. ' ' 

**I hope he will come often during his stay at 
Purple Lake," I added. 

**Yes, Missis," he answered, *'and all shall un- 
derstand that the freedom of Ellison Place is his, just 
as it used to be." 

* * Thank you. Job, ' ' the Healer cordially respond- 
ed. **I shall love to sit under your great trees and 
beside your singing brook, feeling as in the old time 
that none will consider me an intruder." 
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If our good Massa looks down from heaven^ I 
am sure, Sah, he will be glad to see you. He always 
used to smile when he heard your step/' 

After that I knew his and Zelda's coming at any 
hour would cause no surprise among the servants, 
for whatever Job and Mammy think is what they all 
think. 

I took him up to the hall that morning, where 
the family portraits hang. He paused before yours, 
as every one does, and I asked, *'Do you remember 
Angela, as you saw her in the long ago?" 

** Perfectly well," he answered, **and I need not 
hesitate to say there was never another woman so 
beautiful. I saw her and her illustrious husband sev- 
eral times in Berlin, at literary and scientific assem- 
blies, though I did not speak with them." 

**What a remarkable family you are! A father, 
the noblest of men, a mother of unrivaled charms, one 
daughter, more beautiful than any other woman in 
the world, and one^ more lovable than any in the uni- 



verse." 



One soon learned not to be overwhelmed with the 
Healer's expressions of appreciation, they were his 
natural form of speech. He never talked for eflfect, 
but he never undervalued anyone or anything. He 
believed only in* good, and saw only good. What 
others term evil, he called good in early evolution, 
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and he was ever on tke watdh to give an uplift as he 
passed along the way. 

In illustration of this, I will relate an ineident, 
one of many of similar eharacter, in whieh I had a 
sort of partnership. 

While standing at a street^crossing with the 
Healer and Zelda one day, waiting for a crowd to 
pass, a man of criminal-looking face and forbidding 
mann^ took his place near ua. ^'Poor brother/' 
David said. ''This is only his first incarnation, and 
it fell in stony places, but the divine spark is shining 
within and will constantly grow brighter. Perhaps 
we can kindle it up a little. I will try. ' * 

He turned and looked at him earnestly for a 
second, then exclaimed, **Well, Fred!*' and grasped 
his hand. I noticed he had no scruple about taking 
that hand. The man drew away, but said boldly, 
** Sorry, sir; but I ain't Fred." David ga^z^d at him 
steadily, saying slowly, ''No, you are not Fred, but 
you look so like him. I should be glad to show you 
some hospitality." 

"Do you ever treat a fellow?" 

"Not in the ordinary Way, but I should like to 
give you a week's lodging and meals, if you are stop- 
ping in the city. That is a good hotel just across the 
way. Will you go over?" 

"An offer worth accepting," was his cool reply. 

"Should you want to get work and locate here 
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for a tiwe/' Dtt>^ added, ''tkis la^, Mias mimn, 
will find you employment. ' ' 

**GMat city, this,'' he replied, ''strangers wait- 
ing on the street eomers to befriend even a raga- 
bond like me." 

I gave him my card, naming an hour when he 
might call at Ellison Place next day, and we all went 
oyer to the hotel together. Zelda and I sat and 
talked with this doubtful-looking man, while David 
was getting him comfortably located and paying his 
week's board, remembering, too, to say to the clerk, 
' ' Show that man a little especial kindness and atten- 
tion. Oood may come from it. If he gets into any 
sort of trouble, let me know.'' 

We have an association here of en^ployers, 
throtgh which employment is provided for every one 
seeking work, and the secretary is earnest to find for 
every one the place he is best fitted for. This makes 
our army of unemployed very small, a cipher, in 
fact. 

The man kept his appointment with me next day, 
and the secretary of the employment bureau was 
there to meet him. We found that he had been a 
cabinet worker, and offered him a position in a piano 
factory, which he seemed glad to accept. 

Before leaving he asked, ' ' Will you go on calling? 
me Fred Y It sounds lots better than tbt name they 
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christened me by. I should like never to hear that 
name mentioned again." 

Of course, we would and did, and I looked after 
him very carefully as I did all of *' David's recruits," 
and as soon as seemed wise, invited him and five 
other workmen from his factory, whom he was priv 
ileged to select, to spend a social evening here. Six 
lovely young maidens, members of the Christian En- 
deavor Society, responded to my request to help en- 
tertain them. 

We had dinner at seven, and succeeded in being 
bright and talkative, yet it was a scene to give one 
the heartache, for it revealed such startling differ- 
ences in God's children. 

I had planned a dancing hour for evening cheer, 
but simply could not ask those gentle girls to accept 
such partners, so fell back on cards instead — a last 
resort. We drew the tables near together and gath- 
ered round them. When the first game was finished, 
a dark-haired, dreamy-faced girl, sitting opposite 
Pred, wound a crimson scarf around her head, tur- 
ban fashion, and reached our her hand, chanting in 
solemn tones : 

"He who his future life would see. 
Cross my hand with silver. 
He who would know what is to be. 
Cross my hand with silver. 
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What is to be I can reveal, 
Cross my hand with silver. 
From fate's decree none can appeal, 
Cross my hand with silver. ' ' 

Fred, who sat opposite, was the first to compre- 
hend her. He drew a dime from his pocket and out- 
lined the cross upon her upturned palm. Quickly 
she grapsed his rough, unshapely hand in both of 
hers, and bending over it, murmured in low, sweet 
voice a few incoherent words, then with fixed gaze 
sat silent. 

The room was very still. 

Finally she put down his hand, sat back, rubbed 
her eyes and looked steadily at Fred. 

''Is it too dreadful to tellY" he asked. 

''Oh, no, I see the loveliest home picture. I was 
only looking, Fred, to make sure that you are the 
man sitting by that hearthstone. It is you; every 
feature is the same ; and the same broad, square, hon- 
est-looking shoulders ; but there are silver threads in 
his hair, and the expression of his face is not like 
yours. His is cheerful and restful. His manner and 
movements are not like yours. Still there is so much 
exactly as you look now, that it would be impos- 
sible to make a mistake, impossible not to recognize 
him as the man you are to become." 
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She took his hand again. ' ' I am so glad for you, ' ' 
she said, looking down deep into his eyes. '^It is a 
simple home that is shown me, but charming in its 
air of neatness and comfort. Peace and plenty pre- 
vail. There are flowers on the table, well chosen pic- 
tures on the wall, a case of books. Everything has 
an air of refiixem^it. ' ' 

*'A boy sits on your knee, his arm is around your 
neck. Near by sits a woman, fair to look upon, 
whose face wears the expression of one fondly lov- 
ing and greatly loved. Her eyes are large, and blue 
and mild; her hair golden, soft and wavy, but a 
tear glistens in her eye. You draw her ehair near 
yours, and, Oh, Fred ! the spirit of a little child floats 
through the room, stopping to caress both you and 
her. There is one in heaven for you to love, and two 
on earth to cherish and protect." 

*'I see a pathway leading to this house. It be- 
gins among rocks, and dark caverns and brambles. 
It is very steep and hard to travel, but it leads out 
to a level plain, and across the plahi it is not very 
far to the open door. It makes no turns in crossing 
the plain, and the sunlight glistens on it all the 
way. ' ' 

Putting down his hand, the quickly unwound her 
impiK)vi8ed turban, amid calls and pleadings of the 
other guests for their fortunes. ''One pieturt mt a 
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time is all I can ever see/' she said. ''After just 
that one, all is blank." 

There were many comments on her Gipsy wisdom, 
and many questions asked. ''I must admit that I 
only play at fortune telling," she said, '*yet I feel 
very earnest at the time, and I have foretold what 
afterward has really happened, but it doubtless was 
mere accident." 

**What you have told tonight will happen," re- 
plied Fred. 

'■You must give me a picture and plan of the 
house you saw," I put in, '*and it ehail be built ac- 
cording to your description, tiien the first man in 
this company who shows me a bank account of a 
thousand dollars, shall have it, at ten per <;ent. less 
than actual cost. ' ' 

**I shall be that man," said FVad. ''It is my 
house, you know." 

As the interest in our impromptu fortune-teller 
began to wane, a sweet-voiced singer went to the 
piano and charmed us with an air from "The Bohe- 
mian Girl." When it was finished, her fingers wan- 
dered over the keys, winding into one of the famil- 
iar gospel hymns, and we sang together. Two re- 
markable voices rang out above the others, tenor 
and bass. The singers were brothers, Italians, who 
4S0uld only blunderingly express their thoughts in 
English, friendless in America, and poor. 
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While yet we sang, the carriages came to take 
my kindly helpers home, and soon all had gone. 

I lost no time next day in introducing these 
brothers to some of our best musicians. Their talent 
was recognized, and it was found they had been 
quite well educated in their native land. Since then, 
life has begun on a fresh page for them, and with a 
new and brighter chapter. 

Returning from my quest in behalf of the musi- 
cal brothers, and while yet standing at the steps, 
Fred came up. Bowing with almost the air of a gen- 
tleman, he said, ''Miss Ellison, I came to inquire if 
there is such a study as Moral Philosophy taught in 
Edina. If so, I want to enter the class. I can get 
on, for I learned to read and write in an Orphans' 
Home where I lived when a child." 

The next evening a class in ethics was opened at 
the Y. M. C. A., led by a young clergyman, ardent, 
enthusiastic and with the gift of teaching. Fred was 
the first pupil, but the class grew fast in numbers 
and interest. Of course, Fred was safeguarded from 
that time on. 

Since my pen has strayed into a rehearsal of 
Fred's story, I will deviate still further and tell you 
something of the work I have assumed in Edina. 

Every Monday night, I entertain some group of 
people whose lives need brightening, and every 
Wednesday afternoon am ''at home" to all who wish 
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to call, and I spare no pains in making these gather- 
ings pleasant and keeping the atmosphere uplifting 
and ennobling. 

This is one of the best ways I have found of 'Mov- 
ing my neighbors/' and it is surprising how many 1 
find to loTe with a tender interest. 

I receive these new friends in the addition mother 
had made to the house when Uncle Frank and his 
sick wife came to stay with us through their long 
season of sadness and grief. You know how large 
and pleasant the rooms are, and entirely separated 
from the main structure save by a secret door. 

I had them redecorated and furnished anew for 
this use, made very simple, but just as tasteful, 
attractive, convenient and comfortable as possible. 
There is a dining-room and kitchen; a large parlor, 
which, by draperies, I can make into three rooms 
for greater cosiness in entertaining small companies; 
a hall, suitable for entertainments or dancing, and 
several smaller rooms fitted with every possible com- 
fort. 

The Healer named this portion of our old man- 
sion, ''The Sanctuary," and surely he helped me to 
sanctify it. 

What a magnificent structure father erected, and 
he always added every newly discovered device in 
which he saw value, and I have followed his example, 
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so after these many years there k no laek <^ modern 
conyeniences in the old castle. 

It has been my heart's desire that yon and your 
family may care to keep the home when I am, gone, 
even though your lives are centered mostly in a for- 
eign land. It is a grand old place, attractive alike to 
artist and home-lover. 

You have no desire for money or anything that 
money will buy, because no need. But the fond rec- 
ollections centered here will make it seem a haven of 
rest where you may love to come at times. Believ- 
ing you would feel as I do about this, I have request- 
ed that it be transferred to you when I no longer 
ne^d it, hdping that Edward will make it his abiding 
place, and keep it always open and ready for the 
coming of the family. 

Edward is the joy of my heart, and it overflows 
with gratitude to you for allowing your dear son to 
spend so much of his life with me. You always put 
me off with some commonplace reply when I try to 
thank you for this inestimable kindness, but it must 
please you to know that his presence, and our mutual 
love, have put a halo of glowing colors around my 
latter days, and this joy I owe to you. But I think 
a guiding providence meant all things to befall him 
as they have. He seems divinely ordained to become 
father's successor. Many of the older citizens call 
him '^ Edward Ellison, Jr.,'' and treat the boy with a 
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cMrtirisii ttiiiMiial eotuaideratioii and it^peet. Frottir a 
ehitd Ike km hud it* habit of spericmf ol tke ishftbi* 
tttnte #f Bdixi» is ''my pei^ie/' uttering the wotdi 
in a peculiarly affectionate way that forbids any 
09M' lnoii taiking exemption. 

Be i» ttonoaigiQy AfinerkSaa in every respect. I 
do not believe he could give allegiance to any other 
ijbvemiiieiftw 

Thut nothing of family iiftei^t connected with 
oxof in*a-way historic hotoe, may be lost or forgotten. 
I have bad a list made of aU its bek>ngings. Bylvia, 
MamnQ^'s yomgest daag^iter, seems to ha;ve aai dspe- 
oiid memory for bare facts. She knours eaeh n6ok 
astd tmfMt ev^ better thaoi I do, and is mtdligentiy 
familiar with father 's museum. She has made an in^- 
ventory ef fiumishingd, heirlooms and curies, and,, 
with great painstaking, has written the^ history in a 
bei^di. 

She has had ehairge of the bo«»e treastires once 
bet childhood, aaid, as she ar beginaing to feel the in* 
fl^Mti^ of yeetit^f our saifegniai^d lay in having her 
kinowledge recoifded. She has made the narrative in 
a eieaf natui^l wety, and one of her nieces hae type- 
wrHtefi it ia good form, but it is my intenliom te* have 
» few copiee {Printed. 

It Would give me great satisfaction, should ycm 
desire to retain the old home and keep it ofpen ftiid 
9itit^. 1 think it WSl be, for a long time ifter we 
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begin the new life, a familj gathering place, but if 
no one wishes to assume the care of it, I will give it 
to the city for certain purposes that are written in 
my mind. 

Now, after this long digression, I return again 
to my narrative of the days—^e few glorious days 
spent with David. 

Did it ever occur to you how little we knew of 
him in the long ago T Actually nothing, save that he 
ministered to father in his last days of suffering ; but 
one morning as we entered their tent, Zelda said, 
^ * Tell Miss Ellison something of your early life. ' ' 

He laughed and began with, ''Oh, she will not 
like my life story. I was a wild Scotch laddie, though 
bom in America in a small seaport town, in New 
Jersey, and I gave my parents and teachers little 
peace of mind." 

''Before ten years of age, my occult power became 
known. Child companions grew shy and did not 
care to play with me. Even grown-ups often looked 
askance as I drew near, and naturally I became sad 
and moody. My parents thought it necessary to 
make an entire change in my life. It was considered, 
too, that a sea voyage might be beneficial to my frail 
mother. Her brother wrote, 'Come to the old home 
for a long visit,' and this she decided to do. Father 
could not lay down the affairs of business, but he 
went with us to New York and put us aboard an Eng- 
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lish steamer. Neither of us ever saw him again. 

'* Arriving at Liverpool, we went from there di- 
rectly on to my mother's childhood home, which was 
then the estate of her only brother, David Erenberg, 
Earl of Walton." 

**"We were lovingly welcomed, for she had never 
been disinherited, though under some romantic spell, 
she had married a man out of her sphere, below her 
level in rank and culture. A man of purely commer- 
cial instincts, though he had a fair, moral standard 
and was kind in his way." 

''Soon after our arrival, I was placed in a boy's 
school at Edinburg, with the privilege of visiting my 
family friends the last Saturday of every month." 

''The second time I went to them my beautiful 
mother lay in her burial robes. I looked upon her 
passive face and kissed her cold hands, but did not 
mourn, having no feeling of separation from her, for 
then and ever after I saw her frequently, and often 
communed with her, not always in words, but in 
sweet ways that it would be impossible to explain. I 
never attempted to tell why I was not 'broken- 
hearted,' probably realizing that none would un- 
derstand." 

"Letters passed between my uncle and father, 
and in due time, I was legally adopted by my uncle 
and given his name. He was a lovable man, and I 
was happy in his presence. After a while I went 
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back to tehool, but sehool had no charms for me. I 
made no failuros in recitation, but neyer studied, 
and always did the unusual and unaeceptable thing. 
▲ crisis came. I was dismissed, and sent home, neyer 
again to enter any hall dedicated to the gpds of 
learning, save in later years to get my degree, M. 
D., that no question of legality might arise to inter- 
fere with my labors as a physician." 

^'And yet," I interrupted, *'to be broadly and 
grandly educated in the school of experience." 

'^ Educated in irregular ways," he said» and went 
on with his narration. 

^'My unde was of course disappointed and dis- 
couraged. He procured for me an appointment In 
the navy. I went aboard the Essex as midshipman 
while very jimng.*^ 

''In less than a year I was again adrift. Sea life 
was insufferable. I pleaded for release and through 
tbe influienjce of my kind and forgiyif^ unele, wss 
given an honorable discharge. ' ' 

''On reaching England, I went to see him, luid 
almost overwhelmed him with my gratitude fmd 
thankfulness. That same day I bade him good-bye, 
for the last time. A few years afterward the an- 
nounjcement of his death was sent me." 

"I was the direct, the only heir to the estate, but 
it was impoverished. I had no money, no commer- 
cial ability. I could do nothing wkh it^ and made no 
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effort to st[bttanti4te my right of mb«ritaiiee. Of 
all that was left to me, I have only this/' and he 
drew from his vest poeket a coat-of-annn beautifully 
wrought in gold. ''Estate and title were held and 
eherkhed by my ancestors for hundreds of years, 
then unregrettingly given Up by me. You see I Hovld 
not have lived a life like theirs, I was not formed for 
it. To be a pilgrim and a wanderer has been my por- 
tion." 

I was an interested listener throughout this re~ 
cital, and not a little saddened by it. 

Next morning, when sitting with them, I returned 
to the Conversation of the day before, expressing 
I'egrets. 

^'Oh, that is of the past,'' the Healer said. ''We 
live in the * glorious now,' we will not talk of mis- 
takes. 1%ere is no such thing. Real mistakes are 
impossible. l*he supreme Buler and Guide, who 
moulds all things and directs all possibilities into 
perfectness, cotdd not afford to let the smallest atom 
of matter, or impulse of mind go wrong. Everything 
tends toward the completion of the plan that in the 
fullness of time will be perfected and wrought out. ' ' 

From the first, I never questioned the Healer's 
philosophies, and I moiinted my horse, and rode home 
that day in a kind of ecstasy. All doubts, all fears, 
all regrets seemed to fall away, replaced by the les- 
son be hfkd taught^ that everythin|^ is directed by 
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unerring wisdom and completed by unfailing power ; 
that nothing can be beyond the control of the '^Over 
Soul." What we call wrong, shall become right. 
What seems to us faulty, shall grow into perfection. 
What seems to us loss, we shall find is gain. I saw 
in vision the perfected whole of creation. 

But I was suddenly called to a very practical 
view of every-day affairs, when an excited man seized 
Arabia's bridle, exclaiming, **Do you ride over men, 
women and children as if they were the dust of the 
earth!" 

We were in the midst of a surging crowd that, 
delayed by a passing train, filled the narrow pas- 
sage-way we must follow to reach the main street. 
Startled by his severe tones, I glanced down and saw 
Arabia's foot planted in a child's cart. Seeming to 
understand the situation, she stood perfectly still, 
and sliding to the ground, I lifted her foot, set it 
on the solid eartii, caught up the crying baby and 
comforted it till the mother, pale with fright, took it 
in her own arms. 

She seemed to recognize me, and looked up trust- 
ingly, saying, **I know my baby is not hurt." I felt 
so thankful and relieved, and insisted that she get 
the prettiest new cart to be found, and send the bill 
to me as part compensation for the distress I had 
Cf^us^d her. Then asked her name and whispered, 
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''I shall be a sort of fairy godmother to this baby 
as long as I live." 

The same man still kept fast hold of the bridle, 
and turning to mount, I noticed a great rent in his 
shabby coat. Laying my hand on his shoulder, I 
asked, ''Am I responsible for this, too?" 

''Probably," he replied. I pressed a bill into 
his hand, saying, "I am sorry and I thank you for 
helping me." He started and exclaimed, "This can 
be no other than Miss Ellison. I have met 'Edina's 
angel.' Pray forgive my rough manners. I am a 
stranger here, and in trouble, and will thankfully 
keep your gift, feeling sure you would wish it so if 
you knew my need, though I never accepted charity 
before." 

"Come to Ellison Place today," I rejoined, "and 
we will find the silver lining of the cloud that hangs 
above you." 

He came, and we gave him employment and sent 
for his family, and brightened up his life in various 
ways. 

This incident emphasized the Healer's morning 
lesson that "there are no mistakes." My vagueness 
in that crowded thoroughfare seemed at the time a 
silly and unpardonable mistake, but it resulted in 
good. We cannot foresee into what our seeming 
mistakes will be changed, what results will follow a 
seeming wrong. I have become convinced through 
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many experienoes skice thut day that the Healer was 
right, that there are no mistakes. What Bwm ao id- 
wa3/« prove to be a helping staff or a needed disci- 
pline. 

I felt in haste to reach the can^ next day, and to 
continue our cony^^sation upon this theme. But tiie 
wise Healer met me with sometiiing new, and we did 
not mention it. 

Even before we were seated m their t^Eit, he be- 
gan talking about education, imd his ideas on th«l 
mbject w^re very unusual, very startling. He wid: 

^'The natural unfolding of the mind and soul is 
the only education. Tba^ only educates which pro- 
motes growth and helps one to originate, diseoyer 
and invent. Accumulation of other people's loiowl- 
edge is not development. It is really something that 
B^y render many individuals very dangerous to 
society, especially when made compulsory, as is the 
ease in most civilized countries at tl^ ^eaent day. 
The masses are being ptished forward too fast, they 
become confused and cannot readily find the upward 
way." 

^' There are many discoveries that the populace 
are not ready for. Smokeless powder, silent explo- 
sives, ma^etic force, mind control, and the Uke^ 
rend^ the undeveloped a menace, especially in 
crowded eities, where the helpful forces of nature 
are AiA jq/oL SoqI devd<^meat shoxAd net jbe o«t^ 
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grawn by superficial knowledge. Too mudb Ugfat 
blinds those who are evolving from first incamatiosis. 
The process of human growth is always slow, but 
once begun, it must go forward, in some way, for- 
ever. ' ' 

' ^ Nature 's way is to unfold the spul first, to eatHi' 
iisSamo^ inward sense of right, a patient trustfulness, 
a true conception of the meaning of brotherhood." 

He did not seem to be in sympathy with the pop- 
ular education of today, the value of which has al- 
wi^ been to me a settled conviction. He thought 
it impossible for one ready to receive, to fail in being 
educated, and altogether disapproved pouring minds 
into a mould and endeavoring to shape them by 
some applied process. 

It was an unexpected stand for a loyal citizen ol 
the United States to take, and yet as he reasoned over 
it, I became a convert to many of his statements and 
conclusions, though not an unquestioning one. 

The Healer believed that each individual should 
have tender guidance and encouragement in accord- 
ance with its specific needs, and often eloquently 
urged parents, teachers and Christian workers to 
recognise the value of their life work, and to perform 
it mith unwavering faithfulness. He would leave 
many years of a child's development to parents only. 
He thought there should be, and that the time was 
not far away when there wiU be no parents, s&v« 
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those able to ^de a human soul along the upward 
way. 

David never attempted to persuade any one to 
accept his opinions without hesitation or reserve. 
He spoke helpful words and left them to germinate 
in the garden of the inner consciousness. He brushed 
away the webs and dust of prejudice and moldering 
ideas from the mind, letting in the pure, white light 
of truth. He felt it was loss instead of gain to bor- 
row or simply adopt other people's theories and be- 
liefs, and laid great stress upon the importance of 
the Bible command, ''Work out your own salva- 
tion," but if he came in contact with cruelty or in- 
justice, and there was none other to intercede, he 
spoke for the oppressed in terms that commanded 
consideration and respect, and that righted the 
wrong. I called him a loyal citizen of the United 
States, which he truly was, but he looked forward 
with undoubting expectancy to a time when political 
divisions should be erased, when there should be only 
one country and only one law for all people, the 
''New Commandment" given by our Lord. 

On the day after his discourse upon education, 
he talked of immortality, reincarnation and the final- 
ity of all things which he suggested might be absorp- 
tion into the great First Cause, "Ood all in all." 
That did not seem what he really expected, but in 
substantiation of the idea, he recited pages from 
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Philip Bailey's remarkable poem, '^Festus," recited 
sublimely, and that led into the realm of verse. 

**0, the poets know great truth instinctively," 
he remarked. **We must never judge them by the 
things they do — ^but by what they feel, and are, and 
see in prophetic vision." 

Tou will think it curious, and so it was, but I 
rode home that day, all the way repeating the rarest 
gems of poetry I had ever read, and some I never 
did read that came floating in on my mind from — 
Well, I don't know from where. Sometimes I have 
thought that during those wonderful days of com- 
panionship with the Healer, I may have unconsci- 
ously begun learning the art of mental or soul con- 
verse, for I felt then, and still often do, as if di- 
rected to say and to do many things that are a sur- 
prise even to myself. 

It rained one day at the usual time of starting 
for the camp, thundered and lightened and poured 
like a cloudburst, but Jeremiah brought around the 
station wagon, and we drove to the cars. I went 
aboard withh a motley crowd of passengers, and, 
arriving at the hotel, took an omnibus with the the 
others into the park. I really took them by surprise. 

**We rather you had not come today," was the 
Healer's greeting, as I stood at his door. **I tried 
to send this thought to you, but it was such an un- 
welcome one, I could not propel it forcefully. Yet 
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realize for yourelf the difference between the Mary 
of yesterday and of today. You have taken into 
your soul the cares and restlessness, the disappoint- 
ments and anxieties of that earful of people, none 
of their wickedness, as many do, for you are armor 
proof against that, but you are very weary. Mixed 
personalities in crowds produce a pervading inhar- 
mony in the masses, that is often the primary cause 
of strikes and riots and social revolutions. The in- 
harmOny affects individuals in various ways, but it 
always represses and retards, and, as it were, disin- 
tegrates. ' * 

**But, oh, how good it is to have you with us on 
this our flower morning," he added, as he opened 
the door of Zelda's boudoir. **We look like an indoor 
garden. Queen Zelda gathered these on the moun- 
tain yesterday, just as the dew began to fall, and 
pressed a passing farmer into service to bring them 
to our door. Only a few have drooped; you can 
scarcely see a thread of canvas through the leaves 
and blossoms, for she has fastened them closely over 
ceiling and walls." 

**We are sending a collection to a little boy in 
the South, an intense nature-lover, but his spirit is 
incased in a helpless body. We laid aside a few of 
each variety and are just going to classify and put 
thf m in press. Now you will help. ' ' 
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We do not need reference books/' Zelda toid. 
David is the best reference in the worlds and so 
easy to consult, and so sure to have some informa- 
tion not set down in books, about everything one 
wants to know." 

With those kindred spirits, surrounded by tho 
beauty and sweetness of the flowers brought from 
one of God's own gardens, studying their families 
and habits and history, the morning sped all too 
quickly, and I hastily rose to return home, but the 
Healer did not hasten. 

**Now," he said, "as you enter the car, withdraw 
into yourself. I will build a barrier of thoughts 
about you that probably will not be penetrated by 
any other mind force. Oo to the music room when 
you get home. Play from the grand old Master, 
your loved Beethoven, if you feel like it, then drop 
down on that sofa by the eastern window, where 
the morning light for years has left its smile ; breathe 
in the air filled with the harmony and inspiration, 
left by music of the great tone masters as a legacy 
to those who can interpret its language." 

Repeat the restful words, 'peace, tranquility and 
joy. ' You will fall asleep after a while, and waken, 
the same serene Mary who comes to us alone across 
the plain, and up the mesa, wrapped in incense 
poured from the celestial storehouse. ' ' 
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"Do 70U see through the interior of all things?'' 
I asked him, ' ' tiiat yon speak with assurance where 
otiiers question, and that you call me Mary, a name 
which, though really mine, none other ever usest" 

"I know," he continued, ''Mary Ailene, but you 
are only Mary to me. Mary is a sacred name, the 
name of those who have entered the circle of truth. 
They called her Mary, who was mother of Christ, 
you know." 

The witching Gipsy Queen walked with me to the 
car, put a warm, dimpling kiss on my cheek, and 
pressed my hand fondly in both of hers as she turned 
away. She was like a rich ruby, always aglow with 
kindly feeling, sparkling as a bottle of rare old wine. 

Next day, they came here, and every minute was 
a volume without a dull line. It would take too long 
to turn all its pages now, and I will only repeat our 
talk about ancestry, for that is of personal interest 
to you. We were sitting in the library, and I men- 
tioned that I wanted to mark the books in a way to 
make them of especial value to you and your chil- 
dren, and was seeking for our ancestral crest to use 
as a book-mark; that I had found it mentioned in 
some very old family letters as three birds in flight, 
or three sea-gulls rising from the water, on an azure 
saltier, but had so far been unable to obtain any ex- 
act description of it. 
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The Healer was all intereat at once and an- 
nbnneed, ^^I can trace it for you. The itamp of 
noble birth is so plain to me I had not thought of 
there being any break in your ancestral record. 

*^T1ie lines of lineage are never lost. See this 
bend in the bridge of my noset It tdls of my 
mother's going out of her own sphere when ihe 
was wed. 

' * We must look far back in search for you. Your 
family were early comers to America. They were 
English, for the azure suggests proximity to the 
chalk cliffs. Where the green water breaks against 
those white shores, it takes an azure tint that is seen 
in no other locality. The termination Elli son sug* 
gests a Scandinavian union, probably Danish, and 
back of all are lines converging in Hebrew lineage, 
the twelve tribes of the Old Testament record. Tours 
is the tribe of Asher, I think. I seem to see you in 
Arabia during your first incarnation. We must go 
to the public library, the crest will be in some book 
of English heraldry. " 

We went that same afternoon. He never put 
anything off for a more convenient season, and as 
you will see in looking ovmr our books, with their 
ai^ropriate label, he was successful. 

My first thought had been to combine the crests 
of father's and mother's ancestors, but he said, *'0, 
no ; simply place them side by side, and they wfll be 
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valued by the coming generations of your family 
for their completeness/' and I saw at once that it 
was much the better way. 

As we entered the library, I saw the Healer in a 
new guise. A man of erudition and scholarly at- 
tainments could not have seemed more familiar 
with books. 

Ctoing into the reference room, he walked directly 
to one of the book-cases, and saying, ''This is what 
we want," opened one volume after another, made a 
few notes, and concluded, ''I shall have to write 
some letters, but the search will be a short one.'' 

As we passed through the rooms on our way out, 
his glance took in the contents of the shelves, and 
his comments were such as you would expect &om a 
professor who had lived always in the realm of books. 

I could not understand it. It was so incom- 
patible with the record, and the simplicity of his 
life. But he was everywhere and on all occasions a 
mai^ one would feel proud to call a friend. 

His bearing, among all classes of people, was that 
of the gentleman of culture and attainments, per- 
fectly easy, graceful, unconcerned, self-possessed 
and always genial. If only you could have heard him 
laugh, it would have left an echoing cheer in your 
soul forever, but he did not laugh aloud very often. 
I think that was because he gave so much time to 
helping the distressed. 
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I must tell you how he comforted me one night 
when Cousin Marion's granddaughter had gone 
East, leaving her baby and the nurse here. 

Coming in from a lecture a little late, I found the 
baby coughing fearfully, and struggling for breath. 
''She has the croup," sobbed the nurse. ''She will 
die, oh I she will die." 

I hastened to the 'phone to call a doctor, but had 
just reached it when there was a ring, and answer- 
ing, I heard the Healer's voice. "Do not be 
alarmed," he said. "I shall be with you soon. The 
car leaves in a moment. Baby will not die. ' ' 

Before I could answer, he had left the 'phone, 
and, setting open the outer door that he might enter 
without delay, I joined the nurse. Every remedy 
for croup I had heard or read of stood out clearly 
in my mind, and we used the most available during 
those dreadful minutes of waiting. Just as we 
thought the sweet baby could not breathe again, he 
came, took her from me, and nestling her in his 
strong arms, walked up and down the hall, humming 
a soft lullaby, till her respiration was natural, and 
her tired little head dropped on his shoulder, then 
laid her in the crib, saying, "Dear little one, she is 
quite well now, and I must hasten away, for the last 
car leaves soon." 

As we walked down the stairs together, I asked. 
How did you know!" "I saw you come home/' 
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he replied, ''and felt the thrill of pain that stirred 
your heart when you heard the baby cough, and of 
course I came at once. Ton could not need me with- 
out my knowing it, and when you need me, I hope I 
can always come. I think I can. If I pass into spirit 
life, there thought and act are almost instantaneous. 
If I remain on earth, I believe I shall be sent, and 
always in time. " 

Then he sped quickly away, and I ran up to dear 
mother's room, and knelt beside her bed as in child- 
hood, my heart surging with wonder and thankful- 
ness, and love for all the world. 

The following morning, as I rode into the en- 
campment, they had a skifF waiting at the shore, and 
we drifted out on the placid waters. The sky was 
dark and heavy, the winds were asleep. There was 
stillness everywhere. 

Imbued with nature's quiet and rest, we sat in 
silence, till the Healer said, ''Shall I answer your 
thoughts!" 

** Answer, that I may know you read aright." 

**I wish I could answer more satisfactorily," he 
went on, ''but, really, it is impossible to make it 
very dear'to you how I know." 

"iii, that is it. I was thinking if you could ex- 
plain how you know so much that is impossible to 
others, we might learn, and then everybody would 
soon be on such a different plane." 
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''All will know some time. It is simply the ful- 
filling of the promise, 'All these things, and still 
greater than these shall ye do,' whieh will be as 
universal as any other knowledge when humanity is 
ready. It is simply growth. If one should say, 'How 
do you know this rose is red?' A long explanation 
of the mechanism of the eye, the philosophy of light, 
and the action of differing perceptive conditions 
would convey to people in general, less meaning 
than the simple assertion, 'this is a red rose.' A 
scientist could answer why, and all who greatly de- 
sired could know why and wha^ but desire for 
greater knowledge is not yet strong enough in the 
masses to give the uplift that a few are longingly 
waiting, and almost ready for. One of the sweet 
old symns says, 'Prayer is the soul's sincere desire.' 
When people learn how to pray aright, they will 
live in a clearer atmosphere, and much now hidden 
will be made plain." 

Just then a boat passed us. In it sat a noble- 
looking man, vigorously plying the oars, and an open 
book lay on an improvised table before him. He 
laughed heartily as he went by, saying, " I am going 
to my recitation and studying as I go, to get brain, 
as well as muscle in good condition," and waiting 
for no response, sped on. 

"That is Professor Scheldter, a grand old man," 
snid Queen Zelda. ''He is studying the Russian 
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language as a memory tonic. He says he forgot a 
man's name one day, and it was an idarm bell, that 
he immediately heeded. Meeting a Bussian profes- 
sor that afternoon, he promptly arranged with him 
for daily lessons. He was bom in 1819, the same 
birth year as Victoria of England, and she so long 
ago grown old and gone to rest." 

''Are you suret" I asked. "He seemed in the 
fullest glory of strong manhood." 

"He is," they both answered, and the Healer 
went on : 

"One of the things people are beginning to know 
is that feeble old age is not a necessity. It can be 
prevented like other diseases, though perhaps, with 
our present knowledge, not cured after it has at- 
tacked one. You could not imagine an old spirit, 
that is, old in the sense of feebleness, neither is there 
any necessity for a feeble body; it can and should 
be kept in fine working condition as long as it is de- 
sirable to use it, and when that development is 
reached, where other forms and conditions are bet- 
ter fitted to its needs, the ego should pass on re- 
joicing. I often wonder what Christians in general 
think when they read in the volume they accept as 
infallible. 'There shall be no more death, neither 
shall there be any more pain.' The professor has 
conquered infirmity thus far by never trespassing 
on nature's laws, by heeding both thou shalt and 
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thou shalt not. I hope this dawning knowledge will 
speedily enlighten all mankind. What an advance 
it will be when the world has made the conquest 
of sickness and death. When there are no more 
gloomy funerals, and tears and sorrow as our loved 
ones pass into the life unseen, but when instead they 
go encouraged by the congratulations and smiles of 
those left behind, who in their turn will cheerfully 
go forward into the fulfillment of their anticipations 
and desires." 

''When human laws, or rather God's laws for 
human beings, are better understood and practiced, 
there will be in the next sphere no weak, unready 
souls to grow slowly out of feebleness and imma- 
turity, as now. We shall know how to keep our 
bodies, and can stay, and develop in them, till hon- 
orably graduated into a higher grade of existence." 

''There will be no use for the Healer's art then," 
said Queen Zelda. 

"But we are admonished by the people wending 
their way to our tent, that one is needed now," he 
replied, as he took up the oars and rowed to shore. 

You remember that after my first visit, I did 
not go to the camp for treatment. I had no phys- 
ical ill to be treated. We simply had these dear 
visits together, which were really treatments in soul 
development, or in religious growth as people in 
general would say, and in them, I came into a 
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broader knowledge of what religion really means. 
The Bible puts it elearly, but many zealous ones 
seem to read with clouded understanding, and to 
put their emphasis on creeds and forms, instead of 
the simple assurance that, 'Pure religion and undo- 
filed is to visit the widows and the fatherless in their 
aiBiction to keep unspotted from the world — ^to love 
the Lord, our God, with all the heart and all the 
soul and all the might — and our neighbor as our- 
selves." 

All the churches are working out this thought, 
each in its own way, and probably the churches are 
the avenues through which the greatest uplift comes 
to humanity. 

In aspiration and unity of effort there is an ir- 
resistible force. 

Speaking of churches, reminds me to tell you 
that the beautiful Gk>thic structure, erected under 
father's direction as one of his first gifts to the 
city he founded, still stands, framed in its acre 
of greenery, proclaiming the guiding tenet of his 
faith, carved above the door, in letters whose clear- 
ness commands the attention of all who pass within, 
''And I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto 
me. 

Business blocks are built around it on every side, 
and it is in the most crowded commercial part of the 
city now, but in the midst of hurry and turmoil, the 
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church stands serene and calm; through its closed 
doors and granite walls no sound of the outer world 
can penetrate. 

There is always midday service, led by the ''old 
pastor/' whose life has been a consecration to the 
will of the Heavenly Father, and a devotion to the 
needs of humanity. The same old blind musician 
you used to know sits at the organ through all the 
week-day services. He and his instrument seem one 
inspiring soul. 

There is always a goodly attendance at these ser- 
vices. People go and leave as they please. No one 
is ever spoken to. Few know each other. Simply 
the spirit of love and devotion pervades the place. 
Many get started on the upward path in these com- 
munings with the great source of all good. 

For the other services there is a minister and 
choir and scores of helpers who are abreast the 
times, and doing much good in alleviating the ills 
of humanity. 

From the pulpit the same message of heavenly 
love is still proclaimed — ^''the perfect love that 
casteth out fear," and the same message of trust in 
the omnipotent Father who will eventually bring 
every soul unto himself perfected and rejoicing. 

Father's influence is still felt there^ not only 
through his gift of that classic building, but 
tilirough an annuity provided for in his wilL 
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I always attend morning service on Sunday, and 
am in sympathy with the earnestness that pervades 
the congregation, but I see many things in a new 
and clearer light through David Erenberg's unfold- 
ing of truth, and my faith in the final triumph of 
good has expanded into what seems to me knowl- 
edge, for the steady progress of good is everywhere 
so apparent. The day must come when creeds will 
be forgotten and all will work together under the 
banner of universal love. 

It is beyond my power to give any expression of 
David's love of the Christ, and of his trust that the 
plan of the all-wise, all-merciful, all-powerful Cre- 
ator, is a perfect one. No distress, no discourage- 
ments ever weakened his faith, and he bore many 
and great sorrows. Still his face was always radi- 
ant, and his words were like healing balm to the 
troubled and the weary. 

One day Queen Zelda came here alone, saying, 
''David told me there were some families down near 
the railroad tracks in great trouble, and he was 
going to help them. ' ' 

''How did he know of their trouble t" I asked, 
feeling it was for me to know first, of all sorrows 
in Edina. 

"0, he knew in his way,*' she replied. "I sup- 
pose he was sent by guardian angels. He goes often 
to places neither of us ever thought about, and 
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where he finds discord ind misery^ he leaves hm|^ 
mony and comfort." 

''I think he will join ns soon, for I sai in the 
park quite a long time after he left me. ' ' 

*'It was such a glorious morning, that we walked 
to the city limits, and rested awhile at Senator 
Akers. As we came away, David spoke enthusias- 
tically of the beauty of their family, father, mother 
and children, and I asked, 'Is Miss Ellison beauti* 
fult' 'Not so noticeably beautiful as our Queen 
Zelda,' he said. 'Her features are classic, her figure 
faultless, her every movement grace, but she has 
not enough vivacity to command admiration at first 
sight. The color scheme of her life is not sparkling 
and dazzling, but the harmony and completeness of 
her nature leaves only one term applicable. She is 
perfect and even when that is said, it is unsatisfac- 
tory. It is as impossible to describe her in words 
as to copy a delicate fiowers with the coarse brushes 
of a wood painter, but she is a charm to think about. 
Her face is still lovelier now than it was in earlier 
life, for it bears a stronger impress of her marvel- 
ously beautiful soul. She radiates a sort of irri- 
descent light that beautifies everything it falls upon. 
Even you, dear Queen Zelda, grow more lovely when 
near her,' and I answered him, 'It is true; the mo- 
ment her smile greets me, I feel as if all the birds 
in the wood had just awakened and begun to sing, 
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ufl iHten she takes my hand, it seems is if I am 
cuddling under downy wings. Every one is more 
beautiful when happy, and in her presence there 
is always an all-penra^g sense of happiness/ 'The 
best is/ he answered, 'that there seems no limit to 
hw kindly influence. like the flowers, she exhales 
sweetness for all.' I was careful to remember his 
exact words, for I knew David's appreciation must 
give you pleasure." 

I repeat some of our trivial conversations to you, 
dear sister, that you may know how simply and 
frankly we visited from the first, through those few 
short weeks together, and because every remem- 
bered word has become so precious to me since I 
hear him speak no more. Though they both knew 
thMi that of which I had not the slightest concep- 
tion, there was never any jarring in our thoughts 
of each other, never any dissatisfaction. 

When the Healer joined us that day, he was very 
quiet. Before leaving, he gave me a book in manu- 
script, saying: ''I have written this treatise on the 
subject of divorce. Ton may gather some helpful 
thoughts from it. Divorce is the most contagious 
of all evils, and this dire malady is disint^n^ting 
the homes of some of the people over whom you 
have a care. Divorce is sometimes a necessity like 
the surge<tt's knife, but it has wrecked the happi- 
ness jof mmtt fkunilies than any other iU that befalls 
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mankind. It may be these pages will be helpful to 
you in combating the hasty folly and selfishness that 
is usually the first step in the breaking of home 
ties/' 

We had a light luncheon under the elms, and 
they went back to camp early. None of us talked 
very much, for the Header had such a far-away in- 
tense look in his face. I do not feel sure that it is 
quite what I should say, but it made me think of 
Him who prayed alone in Gtethsemane. 

When they were gone, I read his manuscript. 

The Healer never thought it worth While to pub- 
lish anything he wrote, but I was sure he would not 
object to my doing with his gift what seemed to 
me best, so the next morning I sent it to an eastern 
publishing house with directions to have each chap- 
ter printed separately, and made into an attrac- 
tive brochure, a thousand copies of each. 

When the first set came, I placed copies in 
every library and reading room in the city, also in 
the depots and hotels, in some of the saloons, and 
on tables in the churches, with the notice, ''Take 
One." 

The next month I put out the second plurt in the 
same way, and continued till I had distributed in 
this broad way his whole book. It consisted of 
seven lectures, faaeisatingly writteau 
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The subjects in order were : 

The Divineness of Home. 
Bear Ye One Another's Burdens. 
Forgive as Ye Would Be Forgiven. 
A Little Child Shall Lead them. 
A Merry Heart Doeth Gk>od Like a Medi- 
cine. 
The Value of Character. 
The Eternity of Love. 

The good wrought was a surprise. People of all 
classes read and talked of the books. Many opened 
their hearts to me and confided the grievous secret 
of the need in their own homes of the inspiring 
help the leaflets had brought them. 

Some had the separate numbers bound in one, 
and so David's book has a place in many humble 
homes. 

Judge Nevin told me that, dating from its first 
distribution in this city, divorces had decreased 90 
per cent., and I noticed a wide-spread difference in 
the home atmosphere in many places. 

A little later I had the manuscript published as 
a whole, with the addition of the Healer's portrait, 
a plain volume, but perfect as publishers' art and 
skill could make it. 

It was placed on sale at the modest price of one 
dollar, and the sixth edition has just been issued. 
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When the sample copy was sent, my heart swelled 
with pleasure and pride that David's name was writ- 
ten where it could not quickly fade or be forgotten. 
The next moment, in memory, I was walking with 
him by the lake. We stood and watched the waves 
come up and smooth out the footprints of laughing 
youths who were bringing armfuls of water lilies 
for decorations at some festive gathering. 

''The effacing waves teach us a lesson/' he com- 
mented. ''They tell us how futile is the endeavor 
to live long in the memory of coming generations, 
how valueless is mere earthly ambition, of what 
trifling worth is human applause or admiration. Our 
words and deeds fade from remembrance here, but 
all are registered in our eternal natures, our ego, in 
lines that will never be changed or erased. Each 
passing moment, the wonderful now as it comes and 
goes, paints our portrait and writes our biography. 
No. stroke is ever omitted, and every touch is in- 
delible. I repeat this thought often, for I think it a 
most important truth. It is in each successive 
'now' that we progress or recede." 

Of course it is the 'now' that we are mostly to 
consider, but when some good deed is wrought, some 
noble thought written, I still think it should be prr 
served, as an inspiration and a guide to those who 
are peeking to go higher, and I am very, very glad 
that David's book has an assured place in liter- 
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ature, and that I was able to do for him, what he 
was bejrond earing to do for himself. I still have 
the manuseript of David's book and a few notes, 
written while he was at Purple Lake — ^preeious be- 
cause wrought by his hand. 

Music was one of his frequent themes of conver- 
sation, but music meant a great deal more to him 
than it does to most of us. He assumed that every 
sound is a musical tone, and that every living thing 
has a keynote of its own, adjusted to a scale much 
more delicately measured and divided than the one 
in present use. 

He insisted occasionally that I touch the piano 
for him, always naming what I was to play. Some* 
times he looked disappointed with the rendering, 
and turning back the pages, whistled the air giving 
the expression he wanted, then closed his eyes to 
listen again. I could always play it over in accord- 
ance with his direction. His approving smile re- 
newed my interest in the almost forgotten study of 
earlier years. Now I play every day, sometimes for 
hours. I said ''he whistled, '' but that conveys no 
idea of the sweetness of the strain. It used to make 
me feel that I had heard an angel's lute, and I al- 
ways looked up involuntarily to catch the drifting 
of white wings. 

Once he said, ''Can't you remember when we 
played tifis sonata together with orchestral a<^m- 
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paniment t How all sat waiting and I, nnaU6 to get 
my violin, failed to appear, while you, knowing the 
dilemma, leaned over your harp, swept its strings 
with lingering touch, and improvised a prelude that 
held the audience entranced till I took my place be- 
side you, when, after a little pause, we all went on 
together, to the great relief of the conductor t ' ' 

'*No,'' I laughed, **I don't remember that expe- 
rience. I never played for a great audience nor on a 
harp." He joined in the laugh, and passed to some 
other theme, but the sweet Gipsy Queen took my 
hand and whispered, '^Dearest remembers longer 
tiian you and I do, and his memory is always clear 
and exact." 

Her words did not convey to me then what they 
do now. I was so unsophisticated, so simple, so un- 
learned in the lore as familiar to them as daily bread. 
I see it in the notes I have saved of our conversa- 
tions, the merest beginning of the sublime truths 
that have been unfolded to him, the first step out of 
old traditions, but he had patience to guide me in 
these beginnings, and I think enjoyed leading me 
across the boundaries into the edges of the realms 
where he dwelt. He not only remembered far back, 
he saw far forward. 

We three were sitting on the mountain side one 
day, looking across the blue bay, when the Healer 
broke the silence by saying with unusual earnest- 
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ness, ''There is one idea I would like to impress in- 
delibly upon your minds. Tears are a factor never 
considered by the great unfolder of life, they are 
merely the invention of man, a measurement for his 
convenience on this material plane. The average 
men and women, having no conception of the mean- 
ing of eternity, measure all time by days and years. 
The mere fact that Queen Zelda has filled her sphere 
in this incarnation but thirty years, I nearly sixty, 
and that you, dearest friend, are approaching three- 
score years and ten marks no distinction or separa- 
tion between us in the estimation of him who sees 
the end from the beginning. There is no young, no 
older, no oldest to him. We all tvere^ from the first 
and shall be to the end, if there ever could be an 
end, which, of course, is an impossibility, for eternity 
means endless unfoldment. We come to earth as 
pupils, are sent away to school to learn some new 
truth, to acquire some new power, to gain some new 
control over our ego, to perfect something left in- 
complete at a former time. When we fully attain 
that for which we were sent, or failing to attain, 
must turn back and go over it all again, we are 
transferred to other spheres of development. We 
have no means of estimating the real progress of 
others or ourselves till we acquire the ability to re- 
member far back to those things which occurred in 
other embodiments. When that point in the art of 
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living is attained where we can trace the acquire- 
ments gained, the victories won and left behind, as 
the child leaves his primer when ready for a higher 
book, we shall know ourselves better and onr com* 
panions in a broader and more appreciative and 
less critical way. 

''Another consideration, just as important to our 
happiness, is that kindred elements are evintually 
brought together. The iron, the coal, the precious 
stones, each is held in its own compartment in na- 
ture's storehouse. Congenial natures draw together 
naturally and can only be temporarily separated. 
We go our individual ways at times to receive some 
special discipline, for all need polishing and shap- 
ing. As matter is refined and wrought into forms 
of usefulness and beauty by man, so our souls are 
being developed and ennobled by the processes 
through which creative power works according to 
our separate needs." 

''On no life falls the desolation of walking alone 
all the way through the journey that has no end. 
There is no created life without its complement, the 
two in one forming a perfect whole; this is as true 
of all created beings, as in the trinity of the divine, 
and neither time nor space can eternally separate 
that which was formed to make one perfect whole." 

"Matter, which is the dross we read of in scrip- 
tures, will be eliminated, and souls bound together 
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by the ondying principle we call love will be (met 
as we are told the Father and Son are one, meaning 
one in every feeling* aspiration and purpose/' 

^'When Burroughs sang 'My own shall come to 
me/ he had a vision of what in Qod's good time 
awaits us all, — ^no separation, no loneliness, no dis- 
satisfaction nor yearning for what we have not. 
When everything is made complete, harmonic na- 
tures will flow together as harmony of tones blends 
in one perfect chord/' 

I can give you just a little idea of how those 
bright days came and went, and a bare outline of 
some of our conversations, but the inward uplift- 
ing that came to me I can in no way express. I 
floated. as it were in an ethereal atmosphere, an en- 
chantment that made everything seem beautiful and 
good and satisfying. 

It was wonderful to see how all the animal world 
trusted the Healer. Nothing ever ran away or hid 
from him. I have often seen the wild birds perch on 
his hand and chirp and warble while he answered 
in a soft low whistle. 

He said that in his years of wandering alone, 
over mountains and through forests, he had no fear 
of wild beasts. He often met them and they usual- 
ly stopped, looked and passed on. Sometimes, but 
not 9ften, they came to be caressed. 
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One day we three were sitting in their tent, when 
a white angora came in bringing a tiny kitten in 
her mouth, which she laid at the Healer's feet, and 
uttering a fearful cry was dead. He stroked her 
soft fur tenderly, saying, ^'Poor kitty, poor kitty, 
all the hard times are over now, and we will take 
good care of your little one. ' ' 

It was just as if he thought the kindness would 
help her even then. It may be he did think so, 
for he believed every living creature had an immor- 
tal existence, and I have often heard him say, ''It 
was a sad thing to suppose the soul of human beings 
separated from the body at the moment of 4®ath. 
It sometimes did, but more frequently remained in a 
semi-conscious state till it had gained sufficient 
strength to enter into the new conditions, and he 
felt nothing severe, abrupt or unusual should be 
done to any person or thing that has simply ceased 
to breathe." 

No life seemed low to him, nothing was beneath 
his kindly notice, and he never shank from contact 
with any form of misery he could relieve. His life 
was mostly given to the distressed and the wretched, 
but not wholly. He used to say a portion of life's 
happiness is the birthright of every creature, and it 
it a great mistake to let it pass unclaimed. 

We sat on the pier one afternoon when a young 
man stepped backward and fell with a splash into 
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deep water. Unable to swim, he sank, and the Heal- 
er hastened to his rescue. Rising to the surface, he 
threw out his arms, grasping at everything, in a 
way that ordinarily would have drowned them both, 
but the Healer held him firmly and lifted him into 
a nearby boat, then swam swiftly to shore and has- 
tened to his tent. When we saw him emerge, rehabil- 
itated and begin to attend to his waiting patients, 
Zelda and I went into her boudoir and talked over 
the incident. 

''0, David is strong," she said, ^^He has spirit 
strength and can do many things that to most peo* 
pie seem impossible. Yesterday we went to the city 
and were walking down by the wharf where a very 
cruel driver was trying to make a horse of high 
mettle do impossible things. Quick as thought, 
David struck out his hand toward him, and though 
they were some yards apart, the man dropped his 
uplifted whip and fell backward to the ground. 
'Poor beast, poor mute beast,' David murmured, 
and held his hand a moment on its head, then he 
examined the situation and found a wheel caught 
in the ear-track. Giving a quick jerk, the wheel 
sprang out. I suppose the horse felt the impedi- 
ment give way, for it started on but stopped on the 
other side of the street. The driver came forward 
then and falling down at David's feet, said, 'All 
cruelty has gone out of my life from this hour.' 'I 
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am sure it has/ David replied, and we hastened 
away, for he never likes to call attention to him- 
self/' 

After a little hesitation, she said, ''David has 
another wonderful power, he can walk above the 
earth and has even helped me to float where I mnst 
go, but eonld not walk." 

Jnst then the Healer came to the door and ex- 
claimed, ''Why, Queen Zelda, do we talk of these 
things!" 

"Yes, I am going to talk of them to Miss Ellison 
now, for I am made to feel it is right for her and 
us." 

There was a surprised look in the Healer's face, 
coupled with one of remonstrance, but Zelda 's rath- 
er determined expression did not change, and he 
walked in and sat down on the opposite side of the 
room. 

"We staid in town Tuesday night," Zelda went 
on, "that was why we called on you so early next 
morning, and asked you to come out in the after- 
noon." 

"It was about ten in the evening that David 
heard a child sobbing and moaning. He heard it 
within you know. No one else could hear it, and 
he said 'there is grief that we must soothe. Gome 
with me. ' It took my hat and coat, and we ran and 
caught a car just beginning to move. We rode to 
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the street where Bridge No. 1 crotses the river, 
thei^e we left the car and David harried so down 
toward this bridge and then under it that I could 
hardly keep up with him.'' 

''The moon was very bright, and we saw a skiff 
drifting down the stream. It was not far above the 
dam. In an instant David began to float out towards 
it. He seemed to me about two feet above the 
water. When he reached the boat, he sank into it, 
and taking up the oars that were lying at one side 
rowed to shore. In the bottom of the boat a baby 
lay on a pillow asleep, and kneeling beside it, was a 
boy perhaps four years old, who, when they were 
safely landed, jumped up, wound his arms around 
David 's neck and kissed him again and again. ' ' 

''We sat down in the boat with the children, and 
the little lad told his story. 'Sometimes my father 
has to drink firewater,' he said, 'and it bums him 
so he is frantic, and he thinks he ought to kill mam- 
ma and the baby and me, so I watch around the 
comer when it is time for him to come home, and if 
he has had to drink the firewater, I get the baby and 
we hide down under an old house where nobody 
lives, and mamma tri^ to help his pain. She says 
she is not much afraid when we are safely hidden. 
Today it was so warm, mamma put the baby in the 
boat and I sat down to watch him. Papa came early, 
and she had to hurry away for fear he would find os^ 



DAVm EBENBEBO, HEALER 87 

I tappote the had no time to tie the boat, but I 
didn't know it and after a while I went to deep. 
When I woke we were way out in the water, and 
the boat shook about so, I thought we should be 
tipped out. 0, how bad I felt! I thought mamma 
would die when she found we were gone, but I didn 't 
dare call lest papa should hear, and I just sat down 
elose by baby and kept saying, 0, Father in Heaven. 
I couldn't think of anything to put with it, but he 
sent you to help us. I wonder how you got there!'' 

''He was a wonderfully beautiful child, and in- 
telligent, charming in speech and manner. He told 
us where he lived and just how to get there. But 
David did not take his way, he thought it would 
be easier and quicker to walk home with the child- 
ren, for the boat was heavy and the current swift 
Day was beginning to dawn when we reached the 
house. The mother had discovered their loss and 
swQoned. Her husband somewhat recovered from his 
delirium, was trying to revive her." 

''It was a heart-touching scene when we w^nt in 
with the children. The mother feeling her baby's 
arms around her neck, regained consciousness." 

"After a time we all sat down together, rejoic- 
ing that the little ones were safe. Husband and 
wife were people of intelligence and refinement; 
their wretched surroundings could not wholly con- 
ceal that Of course. David did not lose Mi oppor- 
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tunity to break the chain that was binding them 
to misery." 

^'I never before heard him so eloquent and con* 
vincing in every word he uttered as he was in his 
appeal to that man. He did not receive it well at 
first, but raged and threatened. He was not quite 
sobered even then. After a while he began to walk 
the floor and sob and finally he put his arm around 
his wife and drew her close, took his son 's hand and 
walking to where David stood said, ^Kind sir, in 
the presence of these witnesses, I swear by the per- 
fect and unfailing love of God to change my ways, 
and henceforth to live as his child, created in his 
image, ought to live.' David took their hands and 
spoke a few kind, helpful words. I can't repeat 
anything except, 'Qo to Miss Ellison at one o'clock 
today, that is her hour for receiving those who wish 
help or counsel. She can assist you in practical 
ways better than I, and will be. glad to do it.' " 

I might say right here that this man Zelda told 
me of came as the Healer directed, though I did not 
know of the circumstances at the time, and he is 
now a respected citizen. He lives in an adjoining 
town, a joy to his devoted wife, and a kind and ten- 
der father. 

I went out to camp next day, just after the 
Healer closed his oflfice, and Zelda immediately be- 
gan saying^ that she had persuaded David to tell me 
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something he had never intended to mention to any 
one, but she thought since I knew them so intimate- 
ly, it was only right that I should know somewhat of 
his really wonderful development. 

A patient smile rested on the Healer's face. He 
disliked even deserved praise, but he could always 
know what any one felt and thought, and was 
grateful for every appreciative heartbeat. 

"Yes, I promised Zelda," he smiled, "to relate to 
you an incident that made a deep impression on her 
and on me, for it was the answer to our cry of 
agony. ' ' 

"We were in the Bockies, and had built our wig- 
wams near a mining camp, where I was trying to 
give an uplift to the men who had lived too long 
apart from civilized life. One day I strolled away, 
not far from our camp in a direct line. I had 
wandered about a long time, and though it was late, 
became filled with a desire to cross a narrow canyon 
that walled in a roaring stream." 

"Ere long I felt myself upborne above the rock 
I had been leaning against and very gently wafted 
across the stream. I was not surprised, but much 
gratified, for it was a conquest reached through my 
long and patient study of the phenomenon and laws 
of vibration, an illustration of a mighty power that 
will come into ordinary use when grasped by the 
practical investigator." 
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''I found nothing of especial interest there, and 
strolled aimlessly down stream wondering why I 
conld have been desirous to pass to that side. Sud- 
denly I beheld in vision a group of the most reckless 
unimpressible men in that vicinity. They sat around 
a board on which were cards and dice and intoxicat- 
ing drinks." 

^'I learned that they intended that night to 
'put out our camp fire!' their term for brushing us 
out of existence. Zelda was alone I For the first 
time in my life, I experienced the agony of fear.'' 

'^A few miles farther down stream was a rope 
and basket stretched across the canyon, as we often 
see in the Andes, and I ran with all possible speed 
hoping to cross back at that point and get to our 
camp in time to rescue her — ^ran, regardless of every- 
thing, my only conscious thought being to save Zel- 
da. But few minutes had passed when I stepped on 
a rolling stone and fell just on the edge of the 
cliff that bordered the canyon. The stone followed 
and lodged on the pointed rocks in a way to impris- 
on, but not crush or even injure me." 

''My soul cried, 'Zelda come to me.' She heard 
the call and came, but in her calm foresight, she 
first threw on her traveling cloak and hat, and put 
our purse, bank-book and a few necessities into her 
handbag, I was really less than a mile from our tent, 
but separated by that deep, roaring stream. H^ 
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heart led her, and she soon stood on the opposite 
bank. 'Here I am/ I ealled to her, 'but pinioned 
under this rock. ' She looked so strong and radiant, 
that without reflecting, I said, ' Can you come to me 
across the canyon, Zeldaf 'Certainly,' she an- 
swered, 'for you will bear me up,' and at once she 
moved out over the white, swirling waters. My be- 
ing grew tense with the concentration of power and 
will necessary to sustain her. She drifted on with 
her face unlifted and her hands outstretched to 
about three yards from where I lay, when the mania- 
cal yell of irresponsible men rang out on the air 
very near us. Again I was overpowered with ter- 
ror, and Zelda began to sink. In a moment she was 
lost to my view, then her head reappeared above the 
chasm and she gradually rose and came forward till 
she stood beside me." 

"We both realized a presence that no words can 
even approximately describe. We will call it a 
presence of wisdom and power, that, as it were, took 
her hand and brought her to my side, and rolled the 
rock way, while I heard the plaintive word, '0, ye 
of little faith ! how long ? how long t ' " 

"Unharmed and sitting calmly together, we lis- 
tened to the shouts of the invaders and destroyers 
of our temporary home, and watched the flames as 
they ascended from its burning embers." 

"In the morning we started down stream to a 
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settlement not many miles below. On arriving there, 
I found myself holding fast this little slab of slate, 
very common in that region. Ton can read the 
message written thereon." He reached it to me, and 
I saw on one side clearly and beautifully engraved, 
'^ According to thy faith be it unto thee," and on 
the other, '^Have faith, and doubt not, and if ye 
shall say unto this mountain, 'Be thou removed and 
be thou cast into the sea, ' and it shall be done. ' ' 

"I know this will mean much to you," he went 
on, ' ' as it does to us. All things are possible through 
faith." 

One who doubts the Godlike possibilities in man, 
and his oneness with the ever-present Creator, could 
not help think this a fabrication, or at best an illu- 
sion, but after the remarkable events of that night, 
and the revelation they gave to us of divine power, 
exercised through human beings, a deeper earn- 
estness than ever before, inspired both Zel- 
da and myself. Our faith grew stronger, we began 
to realize the force of the oft-repeated axiom that 
'nothing is impossible,' and we have acquired pow- 
ers that we only use to relieve distress, and to save 
life and honor when ordinary means must fail." 

It was to me a very wonderful incident, and one 
that strengthened my consciousness of the innate 
power of the human soul, and my belief in the fact 
that the more real faith we have, the more we shall 
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receive of the heavenly bounty, for yre shall see that 
all things we need are ever ready Bfid waiting for 
onr use. 

However, my especial admiration of the Healer 
lay, not in the greatness of his attainments, but in 
the sweet simplicity and marvelous beauty of his 
daily life. 

It was wonderful to see the sway of his kindly 
influence over his patients. Such sad, discouraged- 
looking people used to sit around the door of his 
tent, but never one went away with that hopeless 
look. He had a great power in healing many physical 
ills, and he could always soothe the troubled spir- 
it, and lighten the burdens of the weary and op- 
pressed. Just in passing along the street, he had 
the power, and always the will to propel a solacing 
influence whenever he met the weary or oppressed. 

His face was one you would turn to look upon 
again, if you met him unexpectedly. It was never 
dull, and its varying expression imparted more than 
many words. His smile came and went easily. Sym- 
pathy and kindness were so apparent in his whole 
manner that all would trust him intuitively. 

Once he said to me, ''Come into our door, peace- 
ful spirit, and we will enjoy a brief season of per- 
fect rest. You are one of the very few wanting 
nothing. One reaching out only to give, having no 
need, no desire ever to receive. When I mingle 
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promiscuously among people, I realize so many un- 
satisfied longings that I feel as you would sur* 
rounded by a famishing throng whose sufferings you 
were trying in every possibly way to alleviate. The 
turmoil overcomes me at times, and I am necessitat- 
ed to seek some of nature's silences." 

When he said this, I decided to arrange, as I had 
for some time desired to do, though I never men- 
tioned it, that he and Zelda should meet some of 
the enjoyable citizens of our city, some who walked 
in the light, and if possible persuade him to close his 
tent door and abide for a time in a clearer and more 
congenial atmosphere, remaining in Edina, but mov- 
ing on a different level ; for I felt sure he could sep- 
arate himself from the needy throng whenever he 
thought best to do so. 

After our visit to the public library, I realized 
that David was the peer, not only of the wise and 
noble, but of men of worldly position and social 
graces, and I felt it was mere justice to make an 
opportunity for the promihent men and women here 
to know him, as the humble and suffering did, so I 
invited a select company to meet him. 

When I first mentioned my desire to the Healer 
and Zelda, and unfolded my plan, he remarked, ''I 
am not sure 'the Healer' would be welcome in such 
a gathering, sometimes he is not recognized as be- 
longing to the higher circles, and above all things 
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else, I would not be the cause of bringing any criti- 
ciam on you.'' 

I answered, ''You need not fear for me. I never 
knew of being criticised here in Edina, never heard 
of any unkind word spoken of me. The fact that 
you are my invited guests will give you recognition 
and respect without further consideration. Worth 
is my only criterion in selecting a friend, and peo- 
ple are accustomed to meet in my home high and 
low, rich and poor. I should like to answer any 
objection made against you, for it would give me op* 
portunity to show how far above all the rest of us 
you stand, and how honored is the company invited 
to meet you. 

He shook his head in a commanding way, saying, 
''There is a cross in my way of life, but I am glad 
to bear it, for I know where it trends. I understood 
at the time of my choice the ostracism it would bring 
upon me. I am made to feel lonely by it sometimes, 
and yet there is nothing I would accept in exchange 
for my power to help and heal the needy and sick, 
and the opportunity it gives me to progress. I have 
won all my victories by following this cross.*' 

For the first time in our days together, I was 
persistent in dififering with him — ^persistent in carry- 
ing my point. "I want my old and dear friends to 
inovr you both aright/' I insistedi "and to do so. 
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they xnmt meet yon wider f avenge cirenmekaneee. 
My heart is in this trifling plan. ' * 

At this he laughed and replied, ''if it is so, we 
will enter into it with our hearts too, but Zelda 
must be introduced as Miss Lester/' 

"Miss Lester t'* I repeated, wonderingly. 

''Tes, Lester was her father's name. Herman 
Oiovanni Lester." 

''Well, it is not a hard name to remember," I 
rejoined, and brushed aside all consideration of why 
she was Miss Lester, instead of Queen Zelda, as I 
had been taught to call her. 

Then Zelda raised the objection of "nothing to 
wear." 

"Oh," he answered, "the stores will furnish 
clothes." 

"And I haye rare jewels," she added. 

She went back to the city with me and we select^ 
ed a dress and adornments that enhanced her bril- 
liant beauty. 

Returning home, I sent out invitations for the 
next Wednesday. Twenty of the choicest spirits 
among my friends, leaders in intellect and citizen- 
ship, I asked to dinner, and for the evening about 
two hundred more ; all of them people having some 
recognized value and position. 

Ordinarily I leave all housekeeping affairs to 
Mammy and h^r helpers^ but it was diff erwt tiiw* 
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I had a purpose that bo unfortunate incident must 
overthrow, and I attended to all details myself, men- 
tally providing for every contingency that could 
possibly arise. 

At five o'clock, the dinner guests had assembled, 
a goodly company indeed. It was a perfect day, and 
we sat on the large porch surrounding the con<^er 
vatory, a bower of beauty. It was all so easy and 
unconventional that I began to fear we should lapse 
into a serene dullness, when a thrush perched on the 
old elm at the foot of the garden and sang his ves- 
per hymn. 

*' Answer him, Zelda, said David. She smilingly 
hesitated for a moment, then coyly tossing back her 
head, echoed his song. 

From the tree came back, quick and strong, a 
response. 

''Sing to him again," the guests called, but she 
said, ''I hate to disappoint him. He surely believes 
there is a prisoned bird in here that he must try to 
liberate." 

''Miss Lester knows many bird notes," I chimed 
bky "and I think will give us a woodland concert." 
A general request for the "bird songs" followed, 
and she began with the bobolink's rollicking call. 
You could almost see him sweeping down through 
the air and swaying on a grass stem to finish his last 
note. Then she wound on through a variety of calls 
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and trills, holding her audience enchanted. 

''How did you learn to do thisf was asked. 

''Oh, from the birds, themselves/' she replied. 
"We have lived much outside of cities, and then Dr. 
Erenberg always polished up the notes I catch. His 
ear is so perfect he detects the minutest variation of 
tone, and I can get the exact vibration from him.'' 

"It is the sweetest, rarest music ever heard," 
one guest commented and all seemed to agree. 

Zelda's impromptu entertainment was the elexir 
needed to start a flow of conversation, exhilarating 
and delightful, which did not wane till dinner was 
announced. 

The dinner was served in what mother used to 
call "the state dining room," and the immense round 
table made to her order was brought into requisi- 
tion. The center-piece was a yard or more in diam- 
eter, of pink moss roses, just dropped down in a 
low receptacle. In the whole arrangement nothing 
separated in any way the view between one guest 
and another. 

Mammy's youngest grandchildren always assist 
the butler. They are little fellows, but she has them 
trained to perfection. She dresses them in white 
linen suits when they are on duty, which brings out 
the shining polish of their black skins in a fine way. 
When not needed, they drop down ^b low stools 
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behind the draperies, and we see nothing more of 
their woolly heads till they receive a signal. 

Every open space in the room was banked with 
roses, and the balmy air dispersed their fragrance 
like an incense. 

The place cards I painted, and each had a special 
and personal significance. There was no seat of 
honor, I only considered who would be most con- 
genial as partners : Zelda sat at good, wise Dr. fiel- 
der 's righht, and the Healer was beside the brilliant 
wife of Senator Aker, who had been one of his appre- 
ciative patients. 

Father Wenunski, of the Polish church, in his be- 
nign way, gave thanks ''for earthly bounties and 
heavenly promises — for friends and friendships, and 
the joys of the social circle." Then the genial con- 
versation begun on the porch, grew more and more 
interesting as the minutes went by. National and in- 
ternational conditions, scientific progress, art, ethics 
were considered. 

Well as I knew the Healer, I was surprised at the 
scope and grasp of his knowledge that the occasion 
revealed. I noticed his opinions were deferred to, 
and that they had weight with these men and women 
of attainments, cognizant with the world's affairs, 
just as they had with the sufferers that thronged 
around his tent at the lake. 
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TheB he was so tactful, so appreciative of the 
remarks of others, such an interested listener. He 
seemed to have an intuition of just when to speak 
and when to remain silent, when to be jovial, when 
serious. His manner was not in the least changed, — 
serene, genial, with the same fine sense of adapta- 
tion to circumstances that distinguished him every- 
where. The only difference was, that I had never be- 
fore had an opportunity to measure him with the 
learned and honored, with people, so to speak, of 
high degree, and I felt so proud and happy to see 
how he towered above and encompassed them all. 

While the last course was being brought in, Gk>v. 
Grafton said, ''Dr. Erenberg, it may seem out of 
place to ask why you regulate your life in such un- 
usual ways, if so, excuse me, but I cannot understand 
it, or conceive any reason for such a man as you, or 
any other man for that matter, spending his life in 
seclusion, and I might add, in discomfort." 

**"We hear of you where men of progressive ideas 
assemble, but only for a day as it were ; soon you are 
lost to the world till almost forgotten, and then from 
some far horizon you enter the arena again, win hon- 
ors and disappear. Why not stay among people and 
help work out some of the problems the world is 
studying and struggling to solve f 

"Yes,'* put in Dr. Bostrand, President of our 
state university, "Why not live in a modem civiliz- 
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ed wayt My sainted mother insisted for years on 
my keeping a search-light turned on you, that you 
might be summoned in case she should need your 
ministrations. I never had a more difficult duty, 
and when she suddenly passed from earth, I gave 
up all attempt to keep informed of your where- 
aboutSy and felt I had done with one of the most im- 
possible tasks ever required of me, though I am in 
honor bound to admit that the occasional tidings re- 
ceived, were such as most of us would be willing to 
suffer purgatory to merit. ' ' 

All eyes were turned on David, in the silence 
that followed. He hesitated a moment, and then with 
great earnestness said: ''Dear friends, I should be 
glad to answer these inquiries in a way satisfactory 
to you, but we look at things from such different 
viewpoints, that I do not think you will consider the 
reasons I shall be obliged to give, of much import- 
ance, but I will explain as best I can. I regret that 
my obscure life must seem so worthless and needless 
to my fellowmen, whose approval it is always a joy 
to deserve. When Father Wenunski gave thanks for 
'friends and friendships and the joys of the social 
circle,' none here could have responded to the senti- 
ment more fervently than I.** 

"When I meet with those whose power is con- 
centrated in forwarding great and good purposes, 
or in developing the, as yet ungrasped laws of na- 
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tore, life seems to me a raphsody. I love humanity, 
I love to share in its interests, desires and efforts, 
and to mingle with people as they mingle with each 
other, but the divine call leads me in other paths, 
the revelation from on high comes to me most clear- 
ly in solitude. " 

''The supreme desire of my life is to develop my 
soul powers to the utmost limit, and if I would ac- 
quire a knowledge of pure truth, if I would be en- 
abled to use in small degree the infinite energy and 
power that lie dormant in human organism, i must 
be much alone, and so I go away into the silent 
places where nothing distracts the contemplation of 
creative wisdom, where nothing dissipates my power 
to discern and comprehend, where I can gain knowl- 
edge from the fountain head and, through knowl- 
edge, obtain power. From direct impression learn- 
ing things that the hurried throng accept only iu 
faith, usually a weak and trembling faith, as Christ 
said, 'less even than the mustard seed.' Take the 
Bible assertions, 'All things are possible with Gk>d.' 
'The lion and the lamb shaU lie down together.' I 
presume no one here would dispute the statement 
that they are in general accepted in an allegorical 
sense, or as a sublime conception of some i>oetic« 
deeply-inspired soul, who found the language of 
earthly beings inadequate to the exact expression of 
his ecstatic visions, while to me they seem as simply 
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and exactly and surely true as the plain statement 
'The sun is shining.' " 

''Christ's walking on the water, raising Lazarus 
from the dead, conversing with his disciples after his 
crucifixion were done through his knowledge of 
laws, by which he wrought as naturally and easily 
as we work out the discoveries and application, of 
new-found forces in our time. Many are begiuring 
to understand some of the laws that he used wi';h 
perfect ease, and to recognize that the germs of 
infinite power and wisdom are planted witi in all 
souls, but ordinary environments are not conducive 
to the development of this knowledge. It is not 
easy under the circumstances of modem life to live 
in an atmosphere of perfect peace, unbroken har- 
mony, and unwavering faith, and these are the only 
conditions in which we comprehend our perfect one- 
ness with him who made all things and found them 
good." 

The mind is a marvelous instrument ; its capacity 
and perfect adjustment for eternal development is 
beyond the conception of mortal man in his present 
condition. A few are beginning to apprehend the 
limitless possibilities of human attainment, and to 
realize that one who can control the mind direct 
its workings, as Henley says, who is ' ' Captain of his 
own souly ' ' possesses power that is invincible. 
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To attain proficiency in the art of turing^ the 
mind, to put it more simply, the art of thinking, re- 
quires long effect and long pra<^ce, but it is the 
great essential, the great moving force of sentient 
life, the alchemist, that transforms opportunities 
into advantages, advantages into conquest and 
progress. 

^^ Thought is the greatest of all forces. We have 
to learn how to think and how not to think. Con- 
trolled and directed, thought is invincible. To 
acquire proficiency in the art of thinking requires 
long effort and long practice, but it is the great es- 
sential, the great moving force of sentient life, the 
alchemist, that transforms opportunities into advan- 
tages, advantages into conquest and progress." 

'^I seek in the still inlooking and the far out- 
looking to gain discernment of eternal truth, to ob' 
tain thought power, and thought control to enable 
me to apply what I understand. I cannot do this 
in the confusion and rush of the world 's work. Only 
in silence can we enter into communion with our 
Maker, understand his will and how to make his 
wisdom ours.*' 

''So many seem to think they follow the divine 
when they are going far astray because they have 
not learned how to listen and believe. Those who 
are willing to give up all else for the development of 
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tiLeir meatd and qriritual powers, find it necefMrjr 
to dwell mueh in nAtnre's solitndes, where words 
never oforp the plftce of thoughts, and where the 
vibrations of souls attuned in a discordant key do 
not distract and weaken their forces. " 

''I come into the great swirling sea of human 
life at times to spend a season of joyous vacation 
days, then go back to school. Oo wherever I feel to 
be directed by the great teacher for I must live on 
the mount of vision, and in serenity and faith learn 
to transmute those visions into soul power." 

He said no more, but that distant, intense look 
was in his face that I had seen a few times before, 
and the room was very still.. 

Soon some one, I did not see whom, said: ''You 
must be able, Dr. Erenberg, to do many things that 
would seem marvelous, and wonderfully interesting 
to us. Won't you give us some illustration of your 
seemingly supernatural powers) I am sure it 
would be entertaining to all.'' 

"You will excuse tne, I know,*' was his reply, 
"when I tell you that I should be as reluctant to 
make a show of any ability I have gained through 
occult study, as would the most devout churchman 
to use the sacraments of the church for other than 
sacred purposes." 

"The Healer is right," said Tom Wiseman m his 
decisive, judicial voice. "He has ecmvinoed us, 
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without illuftration, that he regulates his life in the 
most discerning way, by conscientiously following 
the lead of his teacher and guide, and he is without 
doubt able to make better results by obeying his 
intuitions than he would be accepting any advice we 
should be able to give him." 

So the rather startling request ended in a gen- 
eral laugh. A few scattered remarks followed, and 
seeing the time allotted to dinner had more than 
passed, I returned to the practical, asking that all 
present would consider themselves a committee to 
receive the evening guests. 

Then we arose from the table, and the company, 
breaking into groups, strolled through the stately 
rooms. They had never looked more beautiful. Faith- 
ful Hezekiah is a gardener for love of the work, and 
always has flowers in abundance for every day, and 
he makes each comer and nook so charming that I 
feel he must be always thinking and working with 
the inspiration of the thought, ''The gods see every- 
where." 

Passing through the library, I noticed that David 
had left the throng and was standing alone. He 
turned with his welcoming smile, and we went out to- 
gether on the sunset porch and gazed silently into 
the golden glory that filled the western sky ; but soon 
others came, and his animated, genial way returned, 
falling with accord into their gayety and mirth. 
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I felt that he had the esteem and kind regard of 
all present — ^I think I might say admiration. Of 
course, Zelda had ; she has a thousand winning ways 
that charm everybody, and is a natural friend-maker. 

Soon the evening guests began to arrive, and 
while receiving them, I saw that Zelda and the 
Healer were surrounded with friends, pleased to en- 
tertain and present them to newcomers. She was 
bright and charming, social with all, and David 
moved among the guests like a star of the first mag- 
nitude. I felt so unspeakably proud of him I I knew 
how eloquently enterti^ining he was in discoursing 
on large themes, but when I saw how naturally and 
gracefully he met and greeted strangers with some 
passing word of interest for each, too good and ap- 
propriate to be quickly forgotten, and heard from 
all sides expressions of admiration and interest, I 
recognized a new charm in his nature. It did not 
surprise me, for there was always something new to 
enjoy in him. He was not just one flower — as most 
people are, but a whole garden full of bloom, with 
new blossoms constantly unfolding. 

I have never given up mother's home orchestra. 
Uncle Job, his children and grandchildren have their 
weekly rehearsals and are always ready on call. 
Neither have I found the time when I ceased to 
enjoy a dance. There are so many occasions when 
the young people are pleased to hold their f estivi- 
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ties here, where they are alwaye welcome to garden 
or hall, that it keeps me somewhat in touch with their 
ways and interests, and in harmony with the new- 
ness of life that is noticeable in each succeeding gen- 
cqration. 

When the tuning of instruments was heard, old 
and young wended theur way to the dancing halL 

David walked up the stairs with me. ^'This is 
the most delightful evening I ever spent Every- 
thing is perfect," he said, /'and Mary Ailene is 
the inspiration that has worked the charm." He 
stoi^d as we joined the throng, saying in mock 
majesty, ^'Will our most gracious and inimitable 
hostess accept me as her humble partner in the first 
waits," and I as gravely answered, ^'She will, 
noble guest and friend. ' * 

Uncle Job, seeing so many with silver hair, enter- 
ing the hall, immediately adapted the entertainment 
to the situation, and tapping his fiddle bow, called 
"Partners for Virginia Reel. ' ' The floor was quickly 
filled. I heard Zelda laughingly protesting that she 
did not know the dance, but David answered, ''It is 
very simple, you will have no trouble." 

A little later, I had a place in the same figure, 
dancing with Tom Wiseman. My first dance is al- 
ways with him, if he is present. I hope you remem- 
ber him; he is such a good man and true friend. 
Zelda was soon master of the situation, stepping 
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through the old new dance with grace and precision. 
''Money Musk" followed. I noticed Governor Mac- 
Lane walking across the floor with Zelda, and David 
with the (Governor's wife. 

Lancers came next, in which almost everyone 
joined. When that quadrille was finished, the 
''Beautiful Blue Danube" waltz peeled forth, played 
as only the blacks, who have come up along the toil- 
some way of oppression and woe, can play. David 
came for me and in perfect oneness of rythm we 
floated in an enchantment of harmonious motion. 
Neither of us spoke till the last note died away; 
then he kept my hand for a moment, and fastening 
his eyes on mine, said, "Did you ever waltz with me 
before f I wish I had through many, many years,'* 
I answered, * * and might through years to come. ' ' 

A quick shadow of disappointment flitted over 
his face, but I could not interpret it then. He smiled, 
and the fleeting shadow was effaced. Now I know 
what depths of meaning were hidden in bis words, 
and how eager he felt that I should recall a long ago 
past. I felt strangely troubled and confused, and 
turning went down stairs, then on through the rooms 
till beyond the sound of voices. A low arm-chair 
stood behind a palm in the conservatory, and there I 
sat down. I felt very strange, but can give no in- 
telligent account of what followed. I seemed to be 
in a far-away land; there were hills and rocks and 
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beating of surf. Then an immense stone structure 
loomed in view, a deep moat surrounded it; the 
bridge was down and I went across. Two sentinels 
in armor conducted me to the door. A man of 
gracious mien gave me welcome. Passing in, I 
noticed that he had a broad low brow and evenly 
developed head, like the Healer's. I remember noth- 
ing he said, and after a while I was alone in what 
seemed to be a portrait gallery ; the walls were cov- 
ered with pictures of men and women of many gen- 
erations, each marked with a plate on which was 
engraved the name and date of birth and death, and 
I saw that nearly every one had that same beautiful 
contour of head. Feeling very weary, I sat down 
in a deep narrow window; the iron shutter was 
fastened back and there were bars across the open- 
ing. 

Suddenly there came a terrible clash of artillery 
and screams and wild confusion. I ran up some 
winding stairs into a tower and stood in the midst of 
battle. Then, turning, fled down and down and 
down till stopped by a heavy iron door that opened 
when I pressed against. It was a dungeon door, 
from somewhere came light enough to reveal two 
skeletons stretched on the stone floor, and I heard 
the wailing of a chile}. 

Overwhelmed with terror and distress and de- 
spair, I felt myself sinking into unconsciousness 
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when good Dr. Felder cftme calling, ''Ailenel 
Ailene ! " I answered, and as he came near, poured 
forth mj incoherent tale. He lifted me up and put 
my hand in his arm, saying, ''It is only the vision 
of a tired little woman. Come, refreshments are 
being served, and we will go and be refreshed with 
the others. '' 

My absence did not seem to have been noticed 
by the company, at least not commented on, and 
everything was easy and natural the rest of the even- 
ing, though I knew Dr. Felder did not lose sight 
of me, and when the guests took their departure, he 
stood near till the last one was gone. 

Zelda and the Heider were among the first to go. 
I shook hands with them, as I did. with others, and 
his parting words were, ''You will surely come to- 
morrow and talk over this evening's events f "I 
will surely come,'' I responded. 

Next morning, just as breakfast was over, Dr. 
Felder came to the door on his black steed, and when 
Arabia was brought around we rode together to the 
encampment. At the entrance he turned down the 
State road to visit a patient, saying he would call 
for me at the Healer 's tent about noon. 

David and Zelda came across the fields to meet 
me. We took ofi! Arabia's bridle, leaving her to 
gr4ze i^bout at will, and sitting down on some stones 
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tinder a spreading elm, did not rise till the Doctor 
came riding up to bring me home. 

''Vagabonds and barbarians!" he exclaimed, 
"sitting for hours on these cold hard stones!'' 

"Why, Dr. Felder," I answered, "Father Time 
crept by so still, we did not hear him, or once think 
that he had passed." 

"That is true," the Healer added, "and it is our 
excuse, if one is possible. But you can say nothing 
too severe. I meekly bow to your reproaches. And 
these two weary ones," he continued, extending a 
hand to each of us and drawing us up from the 
rough rocks. 

"We have not thought of weariness," Zelda be- 
gan. "Because," I added, "we have had so many 
better and more vital things to think about than 
tired bodies." 

The Healer looked across the field, exclaiming, 
"Ah, miserable man that I am! I have not remem* 
bered a patient today, and see them waiting at our 
door. It is a thing I never did before. ' ' 

Arabia came up beside the Doctor's horse. Zelda 
deftly slipped on her bridle. The Healer helped me 
mount, and then we all burst into the heartiest laugh, 
and they hastened to take up their forgotten duties 
as we r0de away. 
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I want to tell yon, Doctor," I at once begaa, 
a few things the Healer said today, because you 
will be interested in them. His first words this 
morning were: 'I have done a great wrong, but I 
did it unconsoiously. I knew you were not made of 
common clay, but never realized how sensitively, 
above most other humans, you are fashioned, till last 
evening. When our waltz was ended, I recalled a 
like occasion in a former incarnation, and acting on 
the impulse of the moment, endeavored to recall it 
to you. Ton did not seem to remember, and I 
thought the suggestion had as little effect as when 
once in the music room, I mentioned our having 
played together before an audience. I felt glad that 
you did not understand me, much as it would please 
me to have you remember, as I do, a happy life we 
spent together in ages gone. But psychic develop- 
ment as understood today is not necessary for you. 
You could easily acquire the clear vision and other 
phenom^ial powers, but it would profit you nothing. 
You are perfectly fitted for the life you are living, 
and it is the most harmonious and beautiful life I 
have ever known, wholly self -forgetful and broadly 
sympathetic." 

** 'When you turned away from me so suddenly 
after our dance was over, my impulse was to follow. 
No one knows better than I that we ought to listen 
to every smggestioii of impulse, but the thought caiue 
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quickly that you were intent on some act of hospi- 
tality, and seeing just then my partner for the next 
dance, across the room, I went to her ; the music had 
already begun, and we joined the whirling company. 
As the dance sped on, my feet became heavy as iron 
balls. Tou were my only thought, I felt as if I must 
call out for you. Hastily seating my partner with 
some clumsy excuse, I left her, and sat down alone in 
a curtained niche. The sorrows of the world lay on 
my heart. I felt dazed and helpless. Finally Zelda 
sought me out, saying she had not seen you for a 
long time, not since the first waltz ended. ' " 

'* 'In a moment, all was clear. I saw you sitting 
under a palm in the conservatory and greatly 
troubled. Then your disembodied soul went forth 
alone and aimlessly, but it followed along ways fa- 
miliar to me. I read every thought, was thrilled 
with all your varying impressions and utterly over- 
come and helpless when I saw you so terrified. 

'^ 'That old castle you were wandering in, was 
one of the earliest built in England, and was the 
home of many generations of my ancestors. It is 
not in existence now. That is, one sees where it 
stood only a great heap of stones and rubbish; but 
its history is recorded and there is even a rough 
picture of it in the English archives. The uncle of 
whom I have told you kept this estate only as a game 
preserve. He lived in a later-built ancestral castle a 
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little southeast from Edinburg. I have had an espe- 
cial interest in becoming familiar with the records 
of those ruins, which is doubtless the reason you 
strayed that way. Though no longer a structure 
recognizable except by psychic sense, how readily 
you found it through psychic power, soul power, and 
how clearly you saw it all and sensed the deeds that 
had been enacted there. That experience will help 
you comprehend how deathless are all our acts, and 
our thoughts as well. I sometimes think it would 
transform all human beings if they could actually 
know and truly realize that every thought and act is 
indelibly photographed and preserved in the great 
storehouses of nature, easy of access and ready for 
reference at any desired time. We could all, the 
world over, be so much better than we are, and do 
so much better than we do, with this incentive to 
lure us. What motive could be more inspiring than 
a knowledge of the fact that our every thought is 
written in a book of which we are the well-known 
authors, and our every deed an illustration which 
we ourselves have painted.' '* 

'' 'Those were savage scenes and dreadful, 
that you witnessed, and I was in such an unnerved 
conditions that I did not dare go to you bodily, lest 
we should both lose consciousness. In the agony of 
seeing you in such distress and being unable to 
render aid^ I called mentally to Dr. Felder to find 
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you, and saw him immediately rise and go down 
stairs with purpose in his face and manner. 0, the 
thankfulness that surged through my whole being 
when you came in walking beside him in your own 
serene way.' *' 

*' 'Tou tell me exastly where I was, and you saw 
my fearful vision, and Dr. Felder eame to find me 
just as you wished, but you cannot explain it to ma, 
can yout' " 

** *I can partially explain,' he answered. *You 
were impressed by my desire that you should look 
backward with me. I thought you did not under- 
stand at all, and so did not go with you as guide and 
interpreter. You lost your way and went beyond 
the portal I had thought to open, went back almost 
into the times of savagery, but of course you kept 
along pathways where I or my ancestors had trod, 
and finding in that old castle portraits that bore a 
resemblance to me, you tarried there.' " 

'' 'I cannot express my regret that this should 
have happened. I • never before felt such con- 
demnation over an act done or left undone. It 
was so strange that I should not know you re- 
ceived my suggestion. I cannot understand how 
I could have failed to immediately know when 
you were in trouble, or how I lost my power to help 
you when you moat needed help. Your terror and 
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my remorse were so great I believed we should both 
die, and in my frailty, I did not dare go to you/ " 

*' *Do you remember that I once said, 'If ever 
you need me, I shall be with you f ' You needed me, 
and though with you through every step of your 
fearful journey, I was powerless to render aid. I 
have overestimated my ability. I am disillusioned 
now/ '' 

** *Why,' I exclaimed, *now is the time of your 
great mistake, not then. Cease all self-censure and 
regret, and listen while I interpret this thing that 
stirs our hearts. There is no doubt in my mind but 
you were held back by some guiding power, though 
so swayed by your feelings that you did not recog- 
nize it. It seems to me this marvelous experience 
was permitted to enlarge my understanding, to help 
me realize more fully the possibilities that lie dor- 
mant in the human soul, ready to be developed un- 
der favorable circumstances. I have found by actual 
experience that our limitations are not so narrow 
and circumscribed as most of us suppose. I could 
not feel quite so sure of individual power had you 
accompanied me in that strange pilgrimage.' " 

** 'There seems to me no failure of your psychic 
power nor neglect of friendly thoughtfulness. It 
was simply a combination of unusual circumstances, 
good circumstances, I feel impelled to call them, that 
brought this all about. How quickly you thought 
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jtuit the right thing to do when you realized the sit- 
uation. No other eould have come for me so un- 
noticed by the guests as Dr. Felder. He has always 
been like a guardian, and no other could have 
helped me back into the facts of surrounding condi- 
tions so simply and firmly as he did. The trouble 
did not last long, and from it I have learned that 
souls truly can travel far and fast unaccompanied 
by mortal bodies. I remember feeling in a great 
hurry to get my body put down somewhere so I 
could begin my quest.' " 

'^ 'It is worth enduring much distress, much pain, 
to actually know we can undo the fetters of flesh 
and blood and go forth into illimitable space, per 
haps with a little training, go directed by our own 
will.'" 

" 'Dear friend, I would rather you should never 
try it again, ' he said. ' It is very possible, very easy, 
but it is not an experience you need and it is not 
always safe. ' ' ' 

''So we entered into a pact, I was to stay con- 
tentedly in my earthly body as long as I belonged in 
it, if he would not care for those few troubled mo- 
ments and never reproach himself again, but simply 
remember that through him something had been re- 
vealed that was very wonderful to me." 

"Then we changed the subject and took up an* 
other theme about which I felt very solicitous. 
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Kind friend, in so far as I can foresee, that 
can never be,' the Healer said, answering my 
thought as he often did, which was that he should 
give up his unusual ways of living now, and per- 
manently take a place in the world with other men. 

'' 'This way of life is my cup, my pennance; in 
easier words, my sphere. It is developing Queen 
Zelda in the best way, too. If I turned aside before 
another path was shown, I i^uld have to go over it 
all again sometime, somewhere. Do not misunder- 
stand by thinking others must necessarily follow a 
like path. A wise teacher directs each individual ac- 
cording to his special needs. Many, in varied spheres, 
are choosing the best now. You are walking in the 
right path. All will in time, for the great teacher 
and ruler is divine, and we shall all receive a perfect 
mark when we have earned it.' " 

' ' ' Zelda and I are not only unlike most others in 
outward life, we have a different life within. With 
out silent hours I should lose the power to heal, my 
special gift. Our usual habits do not fit into the 
world's ways. We spend our leisure hours in 
methods of development, just as important to ad- 
vancement in the line we have taken up as a study 
is to the progress of all students. We are students 
in a very high school, though as yet only members 
of the primary class, and of course we are long* 
ing for promotion. Since you came to us we haire 
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boen granted a sort of yacation, not that we have 
given up all our development work. We alwajs 
spend the early morning hour in silent waiting for 
divine direction, and the hour before retiring in 
meditation and prayer, and put into spare minutes 
through the day any helpful exercises befitting the 
time.'" 

** 'We are learning to function directly through 
soul force. To express our individuality and our 
thoughts independent of bodily conditions or physi- 
cal assistance. It is by this power that I frequently 
surprise you in responding to what is in your mind 
before you give it utterance. It is coming to be the 
natural way to me. I read in the same way, simply 
by holding a book, sometimes by leaning my fore- 
head on it. There being little continuity of thought 
in newspapers, I usually ^ance at their heading to 
get started in the direction they lead^ and the rest 
is simply revealed. I do not know a better word 
to use. After the revelation from the long past that 
you had in the conservatory, you can understand 
what I mean, and realize how rapidly thought can 

convey impressions. It was doubtless in this way 

that I prepared for recitations in school days. I did 

not understand it then, I do not fully understand 

it now, but I sit many hours in conscious study with^ 

out, wimnMi hdps.' " 



DAVID EBENBBBG, HBiJiBB 121 

'' 'I often rebel at loag, hard lessons/ Zelda in- 
terposedy 'so I do not get on very fast. I like to fix 
my gowns and prepare nice things to eat, and visit 
in what David calls frivolous ways, but he—' " 

He smiled down in her eyes in his tender, kind 
way, and her sentence was left unfinished. In i^ace 
of continuing, she said naively, 'David is afraid I am 
going to exalt him too highly, but no one could.' " 

^' 'It does not do to have best friends speak for 
us,' he replied, 'their estimate is always too high.' " 

"The Healer's explanation helped me realize how 
unimportant outward conditions and conventionali- 
ties are compared with complete consecration of life, 
and at last I felt willing he should live in the way 
he thought best, however humble it might seem." 

When we reached home. Dr. Felder said: "You 
have told me some very wonderful things, and I have 
been an interested listener, but if possible put them 
out of your mind now. Stay at home the remainder 
of the day and rest, and do not think of things new 
and fathomless too constantly." He looked so con- 
cerned that I quickly responded, "Any hour today 
you will find me here, and I shall expect you and a 
group of friends whom you will invite to dinner. ' ' 

Feeling that the friends in camp might be anxi- 
ous to hear from me, I rode out next moniing at 
euflj dawQ. 
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It was mj last visit there. 

After our greeting, and making Arabia comfort- 
able, they led the way to the ''sky-domed parlor/' as 
they called a small plateau east of the tent. ''We 
knew you were coming/' Zelda said, "and have 
spread the table for three, out in the beauty and 
brightness." 

There was only bread and wild berries, a pitcher 
of water fresh from the bubbling spring near by, and 
a dish of nuts, yet nothing ever tasted better. They 
always had very simple meals, but Zelda prepared 
and served them so daintily, they seemed like feasts 
for the gods. 

We had a charming visit out there in tiie mom- 
ing freshness, one of our cheeriest. The tonic of 
pure air was in our veins. The inspiration of good 
fellowship was in our souls. Our thoughts sparkled 
and scintillated, and we sat a long time enjoying 
each other, and the glory that shone and sung 
about us. 

At last I arose to say adieu, but David led me to 
a chair and drew another near, saying: "There lies 
concealed within my inmost being something I feel 
impelled to share with you." 

Queen Zelda had gone about her morning duties. 

David and I sat alone. He bowed his head low 
on his hand and closed his eyes. The hush that 



DAVID EBENBEBG, HEALEB 123 

comes o 'er nature when the morning chorus is ended 
was around us. 

After a time, lifting his head and looking out into 
the far away, he said: ''There was one in the spirit 
realm who mourned without hope, for he had lost 
the soul created to be his loved companion through 
endless time, had lost and vainly sought for her, till 
the waves of sorrow and despair overwhelmed and 
overpowered him. Then from the depths of unfail- 
ing tenderness, the bidding came. 'My son, go back 
and make the pilgrimage of earthly life again, there 
thou shalt find her whom thou hast vainly sought so 
long. Enjoy the presence of the lost and loved, but 
when the summons comes, return with cheerfulness, 
and wait in patient expectation for the appointed 
time when separation shall be no more forever. Thou 
knowest the Father's promise can never fail, and 
that the consummation of His plan for each created 
soul is sure. ' ' 

"That mourner came to earth again. He wan- 
dered up. and down till age had sets its seal upon his 
brow — ^when, lol all unannounced she, his beloved, 
came. Unconscious of the joy her presence brought, 
she wove her life so subtilly with his that he forgot 
the limitations of these days of bliss and when it 
was revealed that on the coming day he would be 
called away, rebellion, like an ocean wave swept 
Over him, and from his heart's depths came the cry, 
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'I will never leave her till compelled by force in- 
vincible. Will never of my free will go back to 
wait in loneliness the far-away appointed hour of 
reunion/ " 

A longing, weary look was in his face. After a 
pause, he continued, ''Tell me, dear friend, that this 
weary wandering soul decided well. ' ' 

My heart was strangely stirred. I felt like a 
torn leaf shaken in the north wind, but leaning 
near, I answered, ' ' If that despondent soul had been 
like our dear Healer, he would have hastened back 
with grateful heart, singing as he went, ' God 's ways 
are always best,' and feeling glad to abide in pati- 
ent, thankful, cheerful waiting the consummation of 
the eternal plan." 

The Healer rose suddenly, saying, ''I hear a shep- 
herd calling a stray lamb, I will go to him, ' ' and he 
sped away up the mountain. 

I watched till he was hidden by the hard gray 
rocks, then bade Queen Zelda good-bye, and rode 
away, oppressed with such weight of grief I had 
never known before. But as I neared the valley, a 
wonderful white light enshrouded me, and when it 
faded, perfect peace was all I realized. 

That afternoon a messenger brought from the 
Healer a letter. The address was in his own regu- 
lar delicate handwriting. Above it in bold com- 
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manding style, was written, ''Open and read next 
Sunday night.'' 

I obeyed the mandate, but I saw David once more 
before I broke the seal of the letter, which was 
written on his return from the mountain. I will re- 
peat some parts of the letter, before I tell you of our 
last hour together. It began, ''I was that stray 
lamb. You bade me listen, then I heard my shep- 
herd's call and went to him. Borne down with de- 
spair I fell to earth, I pressed my head against the 
stones. Darkness was over me — ^the darkness of woe. 
The hot sun beat upon me, but a heavy white mist 
fell around like a protecting cover, and through it 
was written in purple letters, 'I will not leave thee 
nor forsake thee. ' The mist faded, and leaning ten- 
derly above was he who Hempereth the wind to the 
shorn lamb.' Like as a father pitieth his children, 
he pitied me. He took me in his arms and bore me 
on his bosom, and I said, ' Thy will is mine, Lord ! ' 

''I returned to camp thankful and blest, for what- 
ever the divine behest might be I was glad to accept 
it unmurmingly th^i, realising anew that the Cre- 
ator's plans and providences lead always into light 
and joy eternal." 

''When I stood at our tent door, you were no 
longer there. I knew I was to see you only once 
more. That once might be under oircumstances 
where it would be impossible to say what I am now 
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privileged to tell yon, and so I send a letter which 
will be to you a revelaticm and I am sure a joy. If 
I see you alone, I shall tell you these same things 
I am writing now. I should love to utter them in 
your earthly presence, and see the glad light and the 
trust in me, beam from your serene and earnest 
eyes, but should our last meeting be in the presence 
of others, this letter will tell you what I long to 
have you know." 

' * Though only once more to meet you on earth in 
the ordinary way, I shall be able to come to you in 
spirit at any time, to protect you, if you need help, 
and even to guide you if in your life journey, you get 
confused, but you never will. That nothing hard 
will be your portion I have great reason to believe. ' ' 

''It has been shown me, too, that our separation 
will not be very long, that the gateway into spirit 
life is not very far from either of us — . ' ' 

The message, saying the hour of our separation 
was near, came to David just as we were rising from 
the table that last glorious morning together. He 
felt then he could have met the shock and dismay of 
it more courageously had he been alone, but after- 
ward he realized that the all-wise Creator knew he 
could not have borne it at all without my words that 
helped him hear ''a shepherd calling a lost lamb." 
All the way up the mountain he ran repeating them, 
till he fill and lay unconscious, and the soft mist 
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restored his life, and the blessed words written 
therein brought peace to his heart. 

This overwhelming despair of him so wise and 
strong showed me how long, how endless is the path 
we all must tread in the journey toward perfection. 
I had grown to feel that David could have no will 
but the Father's for a moment, could not stray, could 
have no unsatisfied desires, could fail in nothing he 
attempted. 

I forgot that one above all others, our Savior, 
fasting in the wilderness, praying in the garden, 
dying on the cross. 

I learned anew how ever-present is the all-embrac- 
ing love of creative power, and how tenderely pro- 
vided for, guarded, and sustained is the universe 
and all that is therein. 

That last time I saw him he came to me alone. I 
was sitting on the west veranda ; the sun was low 
and the long shadows fell across the lawn. Looking 
up, I saw the Healer hastening toward me, and went 
to meet him. ^'Gome in,'' he said, ''I have much 
to say and little time to say it in." 

**I go away alone. The opportunity to depart 
unnoticed occurred about an hour ago. A fire broke 
out in camp and spread rapidly. Every one ran to 
it excitedly, and I quietly boarded a car just start- 
ing, stopped at Central Depot, bought a ticket for 
some point toward the sunset, then hastened to you. 
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to cqplaia tome things you d» mot irndtntaiid, tet 
which you have never allowed to be a atomhUng 
block to the eigoyment of the few Uemed daja we 
have q>ent together, nor to oaat even the dimmest 
shadow over me." 

''Zelda, Queen of my home, is not my wife, as you 
and some others have supposed, for her sake I have 
never contradicted this impresdon, never made any 
explanation of how or why she dwelt with me; the 
worid could not undentand, but I desire to explain 
to you. I know you have not the slightest curionty 
or even interest, but it is better for us a& that I re- 
lato to ycni the eircumstanees tiiat brought Zelda 
and me together. " 

''In my long wanderings, that I have told you of^ 
through the American Desert, I was at one time 
picked up, nearly dead from hunger and thitst, by 
a Qipsy band, kmdly cscred for by them, and on r#- 
gaining strength, anud weird orgies and incantationa 
waa adopted into their tribe, with some higfaHK)und- 
ing^ title and commanding position, and Prineess 
Zelda was given to me, made my Queen, according 
to the forms and ceremonies of their law. Her life 
and mine depended on our conforming to their will, 
and I submitted. Zelda was very beautiful, and had 
a. loveliness of soul seldom found among the Qipay 
peoide. She has devotedly ministerd to me for many 
]PsarS),even forsaking her tribe to go with me^ thoiogk 
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I urged her not to make io great a sacrifiee, knowing 
how unnatural and tame life woidd seem to her apart 
from them, but mjr escape had to be managed with 
diplomacy, and as she was unwilling to remain with- 
out me, the only possibility of regaining freedom 
was to steal away together. ' * 

''I have guarded her as I would a sister, and 
ha^e tried to compensate her devotion by sharing 
wiOi her my best thoughts, and carefully developing 
her rare occidt gifts. She is a virgin, pure as fall- 
ing dew, and inspired with high ideals. She will 
mourn for me, but not hopelessly. Without doubt, 
she will come to you for help to find me. Make her 
realize that the finding is impossible. Tell her I 
was impelled to go away alone. She will under- 
stand.'' 

''I know you love her and will help her bear this 
sorrow. She is worthy of your kindest thought. All 
the money we have saved is banked in her name, 
and her t«nporal wants are well provided for. 
Eventually she may open classes along the lines of 
thought in which she is so familiar and well 
grounded. She is a natural teacher, and will be hap- 
pier if engaged in some congenial occupation." 

*'When you read the letter I sent this morning, 
many things I wish you to know, and of which I 
have not time to speak now, will be made clear, and 
I am eertMn it will give you supremest happiness. 
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'^Gome near me, for I wait only to say good-bye. 
Now I may take this precious hand in mine. It is 
the last time. When we meet again in some other 
embodiment, you will remember these days we have 
spent together and otiiers long, long gone, as I re- 
member now our sweet communings in aeons past, 
and you will know we were created for each other, 
the two units necessary to make one perfect whole. 
Not far hence we shall understand the Creator V 
plan for our perfecting, and dwell evermore in the 
light of his countenance." 

"I know you feel in your inmost being a compre- 
hension of our oneness, and of the assurance that 
after this life is finished, we shall be together 
throughout tiie endless ages." 

**I lost you once. The tender, watchful Over 
Soul knows why, and his way is always right. 
Through two incarnations I have journeyed alone 
and lonely and searched in vain. ' * 

**My letter which you will read on Sunday night 
tells you of this in fidl." 

''The first morning you came to camp I recog- 
nized you, and the fiood of joy your presence brought 
erased the pain and desolation of my long weary pil- 
grimages." 

''There can be no new barriers between us, and 
the present one will soon be overcome. It has so 
been revealed to me, and we shall evermore pass on 
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in conscious sympathy into clearer light and broader 
wisdom. Spirits traverse space with the quickness 
of thought. At your slightest wish, I shall be near, 
and you will recognize my presence, for in a very 
clear way you understand the language of the soul, 
and you have a store of gifts, which you are unaware 
of now, but which at the right time you will realize 
as your own and be able to use. '' 

''All this you cannot see quite ks clearly as I do, 
but you love me and believe in me with unquestion- 
ing trust, and under the influence of this hour, your 
soul will be illumined, and you will pass rapidly into 
new and higher conditions until we meet again, not 
on earth, but not far away.'' 

Then he put a narrow band of gold on my finger, 
saying, "With this ring, I thee wed for all eternity," 
and I laid the circlet of rubies, worn since my eigh* 
teenth birthday in his broad soft palm, repeating 
after him, *'With this ring, I thee wed for all eter- 
nity." 

One last, long look through each other's eyes to 
the soul within was all I knew till I realized that he 
was no longer there, would never come to me again 
in mortal form. 

But I was not desolate ; the exaltation of an eter- 
nal hope and trust filled my being. I remembered 
he had said, ''If you call me, I.shall surely hear you 
even in the farthest limit of the universe." 
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I felt upborne, transmuted, as it were, into some- 
thing new and better, and ever since I have had a 
broader vision and feel like saying always as do the 
adepts in occult wisdom, **Joy, joy, all is joy." 

It was not long before the anxious seeker for him 
who had gone stood at my door. I led her in and 
told her how the necessity to go away alone had 
come to him, how he said, no friend would try to 
bring him back, that it would be vain to look, and 
only mar his reputation. 

She moaned and wrung her hands. All night I 
held her in my arms, and tried to comfort her, re- 
peating the kind words he had said of her, and sooth- 
ing her with tender caresses. 

At dawn she lay down on my bed, fell asleep, 
and did not wake till midday. Then she was more 
composed and able to think what to say and do. 

The fire at the camp made it undesirable for peo- 
ple to remain there, and after a few days we went 
out together, and had all her belongings brought 
here. Every one was packing and hastening away, 
and did not appear to notice that the Healer was 
not with us. 

Zelda staid with me for a few months, readjust- 
ing her broken life and making plans for the futiure. 
If any one asked for David, we said he had gone 
west for an indefinite time, which was so in accord 
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with his ordinary ways it caused no comment nor 
speeidation. 

My friends seemed to know that Zelda was the 
Healer's ward. ''It was the way he introduced her 
to every one but me/' she said. I think he had been 
more than willing that I should consider her his law- 
ful wife. It made it easier to maintain the difference 
between us, that diyine wisdom had decreed. Even 
when he said, ''If we accept your invitation, Zelda 
must be known as Miss Lester," I did not analyze 
or draw conclusions, simply did as he requested 
without further consideration. 

From the time she came to me, I called her sim- 
ply Zelda Lester, not Queen Zelda, and that seemed 
to help her away from the past a little. She told 
me she was in a way prepared to meet this great 
sorrow, for it had been shown her long ago that, 
though the Angel of Death would not enter their 
door, still she woidd go alone through the valley of 
declining years. 

After a time she bought a home not far from 
New York City. A place she had long admired. 
It has a goodly parcel of ground through which 
runs a clear rippling brook bordered with shrub- 
bery, and overhung with trees just as nature planted 
them. 

A little back from the street is a quaint, old-f ash- 
ionedy vine-elad stone house, shaded by elms of more 
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than a century's growth. It is a charming unpre- 
tentious little home, where her Gipsy tendencies and 
her refined tastes and love of the beautiful, are all 
ministered to. 

As the dear Healer foresaw, she has classes. She 
has fitted up rooms in the city, and lectures three 
times a week to large gatherings. She speaks of 
her cidt as the School of Higher Thought, and her 
addresses are very forceful and convincing. 

She is a ''Sister of Charity'' in the broadest 
sense, a practical helper wherever she sees help is 
needed, and she is quick to see; her clear sight 
guides her. 

She writest to me every Monday. Her letters are 
full of interest and very beautiful. In one I re- 
ceived not long ago, she wrote: ''I recognized you 
the first time you came to Purple Lake as the one 
created for David's closest companion, and spoke 
to him about it. He said, 'Tes, her soul and mine 
are attuned in perfect harmony. I have known her 
in ages long gone, and she is very dear to me.' " 

"Then I asked him, 'What are we to do about 
itf ' for I felt it was not right for you to be separated 
in any way, and feared I stood between you and per- 
fect happiness. 'We will both enjoy her as much 
as possible while we are together,' he said, and so 
that was the way we did, and I grew to feel again 
that there would be no change in my life because 
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of your coming to us. I just enjoyed the hours 
when we were together, and loved you almost as I 
loved David. Sometimes you seemed to me like the 
one same person, though really you were not just 
alike in any particular. ' ' 

"I know David did right to go away alone. He 
always did right, and I am just as sure that you and 
he will always love me very tenderly, as I am sure 
of God's unfailing, watchful love." 

When I read this letter, I felt thankful and much 
relieved, for I had been greatly troubled at times, 
fearing she had not understood the relationship be- 
tween David and myself, and of which it woidd have 
been impossible for me to tell her before. Now I 
find she understands almost better than I do, and is 
satisfied, even very happy, about it. 

Tou must not consider the snatches I have given 
you of the Healer's conversations a measure of his 
thought. They are simply first lessons adapted to 
the needs of one who had not received the broader 
vision, but they contain a few suggestions of greater 
things he was familiar with. I may not even inter- 
pret well the opinions and conceptions he tned to 
communicate. I have Ittle understanding of his 
occult power, but I recognize his wondrous gift, his 
great wisdom and understanding, his ability to rise 
superior to the demands of any occasion. I wish it 
were possible to help you know him as he is. As be 
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Is, 80 far as I can estisiate, means i>erfeetion. Som« 
time we shall both know «id understand and appre- 
ciate him better than we can now. 

The papers from Pearl Harbor containing tiie an- 
nouncement of the Healer's death, and the letters 
to Zelda and me were sent by a man whose only sig- 
nature was, ''A Devoted Friend of David Erenberg. '^ 
I appreciated the delicacy of this form which made 
a reply not only unnecessary, but impossible. 

His letters were most satisfactory to us both. 
He wrote, ''I am a physician and have had office 
rooms connecting with those of Dr. David Erenberg 
ever since he came here, and I esteem him a man 
above all other men in every grace and virtue. Long 
before he was taken from us, I promised, that if he 
passed from earth first, I would bum all his bdong- 
ings, save a few that were locked in a fire-proof 
drawer in his safe, to which he gave me a duplicate 
key, saying you will find written instructions for the 
disposal of everything within." 

''After we had tenderly laid him to rest, I opened 
the drawer and found first, a life lease of his and my 
apartments, made in my name and folded with it ^ 
paper asking that I accept the furnishings as a slight 
expression of his regard. Tou, who know him well, 
can appreciate what the gift means to me, coming 
from him, whom I have so greatly loved and hon- 
ored.'' 
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^'B^ietth these pap^s was e bank book witk tiie 
entries made in the name of Zelda Lester. It was ia* 
elosed in an envelope addressed to her. Lastly, in a 
gold box» with jeweled eover, lay a sealed letter ad- 
dressed to Mary Ailene Ellison." 

''After taking the precaution to ascertain throni^ 
the postal service the correctness of these addresses^ 
I forward them as he requested. ' ' 

This friend also wrote many incidents of their 
life together. One was that frequently, when they 
were sitting alone. Dr. Erenberg's pen was busy mak- 
ing the portrait of an elderly woman, always the 
same face, and whenerer succeeding particularly 
well, he pinned it on the wall of his sanctum with 
boyish elation. '*Once," the friend wrote, ''I asked, 
'Whose face is thist' and the answer was, 'It is, as 
my unskilled hands can express it, a copy of the 
mortal face of her who was created to be my cher- 
ished companion through unending life,' and then 
taking from his safe the letter ddreessed to Mary 
Ailene Ellison, he added, 'This is her name, and if 
you love me, there will be no delay in sending this 
message to her, should I pass out of earthly exist- 
ence before you. ' " 

The inclosed pictiure. Sister, I could not destroy. 
It was the one he cared for most, and I felt he would 
be glad to give you the joy it must carry, and though 
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not so direeted, I tend it, trusting he will not dis- 
approve/' 

When you are here, Sister, you can see the picture 
if you wish. It is like me in a way, but idealized. You 
can find it in that old cabinet where mother used to 
put her keepsakes. Beside it is a wild rose that 
David picked one day as we were strolling along the 
lake shore. The last rose of summerr, and an em- 
blematic one. ''I am this prickly stem," he said; 
''you this sweet rose that I hold up to the gaze of the 
admiring sun, and these shining leaves are Queen 
Zelda always striving to cover my sharp points." 
**We well know you have no sharp points,*' replied 
Zelda, as she fastened the rose in my hair. It hap- 
ened to lie on the dresser when he went away and 
I saved it, for everything he had ever noticed was 
very precious to me after he had gone. 

The dear Healer's letter sent from Pearl Harbor, 
and that other one, written when he came down from 
the mountain, and sent to me to be opened the next 
Sunday night, are gone. They were both so beau- 
tiful, so precious, so only mine, I could not share 
them, and after every word was written in my heart, 
I laid them in an alabaster box, had them ignited by 
an electric spark and reduced to ashes, then took 
the box to the cemetery, where the sexton buried it 
and its sacred contents down deep between the 
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grassy mounds where mother and father's bodies 
were laid to rest. 

Those letters, oh, those letters! They were rev- 
elation and light and ecstasy to me. 

There is one thing more connected with David's 
passing into the higher life of which I wish to tell 
youy for to me it seems an evidence of my perfect 
oneness with the Healer. 

On the day he passed from earth life, I noticed 
Dr. Felder coming up the walk, and went to the 
door to meet him. Just as he stepped on the piaasza, 
all consciousness left me. He noticed a pallor as of 
death spread over my face and quickly reached his 
hand in support. Mammy came and together tiiey 
carried me to the lounge in the library. A tiny drop 
of blood stood on my forehead; if wiped away, it 
slowly oozed again. 

Dr. Felder called his partner, but they were uat- 
able to make any satisfactory diagnosis of this sud- 
den attack. Before his partner left, Dr. Felder said, 
''We will call no nurse, and make no announcement 
of Miss Ellison's illness, nor allow any excitement 
or reports, unless there is some change for the worse. 
I will watch her myself," and he did not leave me 
till I regained consciousness. If weary, he dropped 
down on the sofa standing near, and faithful Mammy 
took his place, holding my hand while he rested. 

The third day at sunset, I opened my eyes. Oood 
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Dr. Felder wm dttmg near. ''Ha^e I hwn dckf* I 
asked. ''Ton faintedi Ailene» and lay nneonscioua 
for a long time.'' 

''I feel perfectly well now, but I remember being 
▼ery tired. I can't think why.'' 

Then I lay long in bliBsful itillnees. At last I 
asked, ''Who touched my cheek t" 

•'When, daughter!" 

*'Just now." 

"No one is here but you and me. I think, child, 
it must have been the same touch that placed the 
dimple there." 

"An angel's kisst" 

"Yes, daughter." 

Then the restful silence came again, but I was 
well. Dr. Felder took note that at the moment of 
awakening, the pulse began to beat normally, and 
there was every appearance of perfect health. "I 
wish David Erenberg were here," he said, "he could 
explain this." 

"David is here, Dr. Felder," I answered, "but 
I think he has passed into spirit life." 

"Do you see himt" he asked eagerly. 

"No, I do not really see him, but I realuse his pres- 
ence. He speaks to me through thought force. He is 
grateful to you, he holds your hand, and mine. I 
see his smile and feel his touch, but I do not see hte 
features, I do not see Mm." 
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**No, neither you nor I are ^fted with full dair* 
▼oyant sight, but we both know that our dear friend 
is with us. We cannot explain, so it is perhaps 
wiser not to take of it with others. ' ' 

Next day I rose and went back to the engrossing 
round of life again. 

When the tidings from Pearl Harbor reached usi 
Dr. Pelder wrote theCoroner and others there and 
received accurate particulars, finding as he expected 
to, that I was stricken at the exact moment that the 
Healer passed from earthly life. Some one also 
wrote that ''without any apparent cause, a drop of 
blood stood on his forehead for two days; if wiped 
away it came again." 

Good Dr. Felder said: ''It is one of those won- 
derful coincidents, unexplainable now, that in years 
to come will be better understood." He wrote a 
careful account of the occurrence and had the facts 
confirmed by his partner, and I gave permission to 
have it placed in a book of medical observations that 
he is preparing for posthumous publication. 

We had the announcement of the Healer's death 
widely copied in daily papers throughout the States, 
for David was a wide traveller, and wherever he 
went, made friends, who, we felt, would be comfort* 
ed to know his cordial kindliness waited to greet 
them as they passed out into the great unknown, and 
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lead them to the homes not made with hands, pre- 
pared for them. 

Not long after receiying the tidings from Pearl 
Harbor, Zelda came to me, and we went at once to 
a cottage at Purple Lake, located far up the moun- 
tain, where we were almost wholly alone. She loved 
to talk of him so dear to us both, and I loved to 
listen. She had known him long and had so much to 
tell that I became familiar with many events in his 
rare and sublime life, and I treasured her every 
word. 

One evening as we sat in the soft moonlight, she 
said: ''I was not really David Erenberg's wife. I 
thought I was when we first went away together, 
and afterward I did not care, so I could only stay 
with him and be his loved ward, as he said I was. I 
was always sure till you came that I loved him as no 
one else could, but David told me from the first that 
the Gipsy ceremony by which we were wed was not 
a legal form of marriage. He had to allow it, be- 
cause the Chief, my father, insisted, and he could not 
escape from him. My father^ Herman Giovanni Les- 
ter, was a powerful chief, and was deeply versed in 
occidt wisdom. He ruled over all the Gipsies of 
America. My mother had powerful telepathic 
vision." 

'It was father who found David, lying as one 
dead, alone is tiie barren desert, but though in that 
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sandy waste, shone on by a burning sun, a stem of 
dewy roses lay on his forehead, shadowing his eyes 
from the intense light. At once my father recog- 
nized that a spirit of rare worth and wisdom and 
power was enshrined in the perishing body before 
him. He brought him home, and, as it were, almost 
resurrected him. Beside the presage of the dewy 
rose, my fathr's occult vision showed him that David 
was a man whom it was very desirable to have con- 
nected with our tribe, and he felt it was only his due 
that the man whose life he had saved should be- 
come one of us." 

''He realized what dignity a man like David 
would add to our wandering band, and was very 
angry when his kind offers were rejected, but added 
inducement to inducement, all in vain. Then he pro- 
posed making David his successor, and insisted that 
I, his only child, should become the wife of the man 
who was to wield the sceptre of authority after him. 
This was the command of a man whose will was law, 
and could not be disregarded." 

''All the month of September was given to the 
varied ceremonies the occasion required. We fol- 
lowed with the tribe about a year, and every day 
my father and mother grew more fond of David. It 
was through their love that we were able to escape. 
We simply went quietly away. I did not fuUy under- 
stand myself that we were never to return. Father 
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didy and be eould easily have eaptured us, had he 
been willing to do us barmy for be bad trained men 
stationed eyerjrwhere ready to do his bidding. This 
time bis heart overruled his love of power, and he 
made no complaint against our seeming ingratitude." 

''In after years, we eorresponded with my fam- 
ily, and received their approval and blessing, which 
brought me great joy and peace, and David was 
able to have some laws enacted that were very help- 
ful to them. Neither my father nor my mother are 
living now." 

''David was not so wonderfully developed in 
those days w^ when you saw him. After we went 
awfty from my tribe, he studied intensely, directed 
by unseen helpers. I used to wonder how he could 
progress so fast. He acquired gifts of which you 
have no conception, and I no knowledge. In later 
days, if he wanted what he could not procure in 
ordinary ways, he had but to ask reverently and it 
was brought to him. ' ' 

"The first I knew of this, we were in a railroad 
wreck. Our trunks with their contents were de- 
stroyed. We wanted to send an order to our banker 
for a draft. A man was waiting to mail it for us. 
We were sitting on the roadside in the confusion and 
terror caused by the casualties. David drew a note 
book from his pocket, quietly remarking, ' ' I need a 
pen." Immediately one was placed in his hand. It 
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was ft faiuitaili pen. The man waitiiig seemed to 
think I gave it, and, of course, I did not undeceive 
hinu I never saw the pen again, but I understood 
more cleariy what possibilities are awaiting the g^iir 
erations to come. David never asked for anything 
he could get for himself that would not have been 
right We are expected to help ourselves when we 
can, and such a petition would probably not have 
be^i regarded. StiU many things were brought to 
him unasked." 

''For years he was never without roses, his fa- 
vorite flower. I do not know how or from where they 
eanue, but when he was cidled in the morning, he al- 
ways brought them to adorn the breakfast table, and 
through the day he often gave them to some one for 
whom few flowers bloomed. At night they faded 
and were gone, but were sure to be replaced treA 
and beautiful with the return of the morning light. ' ' 

''He received many things in this way, but I 
think he would not like me to talk much about them. 
He never approved talking of things we only partly 
understand, and this phenomenon of receiving he 
never tried to explain even to me, with whom he 
shared everything from which I was prepared to re- 
ceive any benefit. Many laws^ familiar to him, I 
could not grasp or apply just as the mind of a child 
beginning school cannot solve problems in the higher 
m^hematies.'' 



i ' 



146 DAVm EBBMBEBG, HEALER 

*' Still later Dayid acquired a foreknowledge of 
impending danger and the means to avert it. Of 
course, I do not mean all danger, but occasional. I 
will tell you just two instances out of many I might 
repeat that you may better understand what I 
mean.'' 

''Once we were visiting acquaintances in the 
country. We had strolled out in their garden and 
were sitting under the trees, when the Healer sud- 
denly exclaimed : <'Zelda, we must have rain. Help 
me I" I looked up to laugh, for the season had been 
exceptionally dry, and the sun hung like a fiery ball 
in a cloudless sky; but when I saw his face, I in- 
stantly put the force of my whole being into suppli* 
cation that David's desire might be granted, and 
knew nothing beside this till the rain began to fall. 
It came in streams, not drops. We were drenched, 
and rushed in doors, and met the family running 
out in alarm to bring the children in from the se- 
vere and sudden shower. They found them 'playing 
Indian' around a lighted camp-fire. The flame had 
run through the dry grass and set on fire a shed 
where a large quantity of dynamite had been stored 
for blasting purposes. Had the fire spread a little 
farther, there would have been a far-reaching and 
deadly explosion." 

" 'I shall never again doubt that divine power 
sometimes intervenes in our behalf and miraculously 
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protects uSy ' sitid our host. We did not explain that 
though divine power had intervened, it was not, as 
he believed, a miracle, but instead an application bj 
one who understood how to use and control many 
of nature's forces, of the power that lies latent in 
unlimited supply, waiting the general development 
of human understanding, as other powers, now in 
common use, have waited. ' ' 

*' 'There will always be something new to 
fathom,' David used to say, 'and every discovery 
uplifts and advances the race. ' ' ' 

''In the other incident, that I promised to re- 
late, I had no part, but I was with David at the time, 
and he told me fully, as it was passing, of all that 
happened. We were in Philadelphia at the time, 
and he saved from attack a man whose position was 
such that he preferred visiting the Healer by night 
in disguise. He was immensely rich and had been 
recognized and followed by two men with wicked in- 
tent. He discovered them when on his way home, 
knew he was in danger and called for help. David 
heard his call and caused a dense darkness to sur- 
round the villains. While they groped to find their 
way, the man fled and reached his home in safety, 
never knowing who had protected him and saved 
his life." 

"David never brought any one to punishment; 
he simply tried to rouse their virtues and avert 
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tren, and he felt sore that the better nature of those 
highwaymen was awakened. I never asked him how 
he wrought, knowing I must wait my time of gradu* 
ation into the higher studies which he had long be- 
fore completed." 

''Since he has been away, I have followed the in* 
structions he used to give me more carefully than 
ever before, and have felt myself progressing rap- 
idly." 

''The Healer was always very kind to me and 
considerate. He called me his dear ward, and 
thought of my best good in everything, as a kind 
brother would. He was always formally polite and 
deferential as a stranger would naturally be, and ex- 
pected me to treat him in like manner." 

"When you came to the Park and I saw what 
you were to David, his companion for all eternity, 
and the happiness that enveloped him like a flood of 
sunlight, when he welcomed you to our tent. I real- 
ised how impossible it had been that he should ever 
marry, and throui^ the days we three spent to^ 
gether, I was happy in being such a close friend to 
you both." 

"Perhaps I ought to have told you this before, 
but I thought David would. I knew he would if that 
were what should be done." 

"Yes," I responded, "David told me that the 
last time I saw him. It was all so strange, I eould 
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hardly comprehend at first, but in my soul's depths 
I knew that it was true. He told me also at that 
time that you were his very dear friend, that you 
were wise and virtuous, and had a noble nature 
and were in every way worthy of kindest regard. I 
always knew that intuitively, but he added his testi- 
mony to my knowledge to make me doubly sure. I 
think he hoped we would always keep in firiend- 
liest touch, ,and we surely shall." 

I folded my arms around her, and though our 
tears flowed together, we were each comforted by the 
other and each glad of this perfect understanding. 

When we could, we came down from our moun- 
tain cottage and took up again life's daily duties 
and demands. 

Duties and demands are all delights since I knew 
David Erenberg. He has shown me that now and 
the endless hereafter are one glorious realm where 
without possibility of mistake all human souls are 
being prepared, developed and perfected, made 
ready to fulfill the wise and loving pupose of him 
who created all things and who holds the universe 
and all that is therein, as ''in the hollow of his 
hand," directing, guiding, compelling through end- 
less years by the irresistible power of love. 

I am never sad, never feel bereft I know that 
all is well and ''underneath are the everlasting 
arma" 
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You remember the lines that mother used to be so 
careful to have us repeat almost every day. 

''There is no death I 
What seems so is transition. 
This life or mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 
\ Whose portal we call death. ' ' 

I am getting worldly affairs adjusted, and I keep 
**my lamp trimmed and burning" ready for the com- 
ing "transition," when the "portals" will open for 
me into the great beyond. I do not want to stay 
always on earth. 

When father in his morning prayer used so often 
to say, "We thank thee, Heavenly Father, for exist- 
ence, ' ' I was not sure that I felt especially thankful 
for existence, but now my heart overflows with grat- 
itude for the gift of eternal life. 

Think what it will be to go forward through end- 
less ages of illimitable possibilities, and what it will 
be to me to go all the rest of the way hand in hand 
with David Erenberg, remembering also that we are 
only two of the countless throng, blessed co-workers 
with Him * ' who doeth all things well. ' ' 

All I have told you of the days of comradeship 
with Queen Zelda and the Healer seems very tame 
and commonplace; the rehearsal sounds trifling, but 
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he illumined my soul and led me into the life inef- 
fable. 

I have never allowed my interest in earthly af- 
fairs to grow less through contemplation of the rev- 
elations given of the glorious hereafter. Bather I 
have filled every moment, since David was with- 
drawn from this sphere, with intensity of effort, lest 
when the opportunity was passed memory might re- 
veal something left undone. This has given me con- 
tentment while waiting for the the fulfillment of the 
wonderful promises received. 

My last especial endeavor has been to put the 
thought of father and of David Erenberg before their 
friends in a way that the memory of their grand 
and noble lives shall animate the hearts of those 
who follow them for years to come. 

Father's history is written in the planting and 
the growth of Edina, and will be easy of reference. 
David's is written only on the pages turned by the 
recording angel. 

Bordering the river to the South is a tract of 
three hundred acres, a beautiful rolling surface, well 
wooded, which I have kept in reserve, though fre- 
quently importuned to sell it. t^lanning for the dis- 
posal of this with Dr. Felder and Wiseman & Sons, 
and following their approval and my desire, I have 
donated it to Edina to be used as a place for recrea^ 
tion and rest It is named '^ Edward Ellison Park/' 
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and is a memoml to father. I hope to liiake it a 
paradisal retreat, where all classes and ages can find 
something to enjoy. I have ordered a bronze itfftue 
of fatiier to be placed on a beantifnl rise of gtfoimd 
nel^ the entrance. On the base is chisded a Mbnte 
to his worth, which a body of representative ekiseus 
ttiked the privilege of having imcribed. 

Yety few of the departed retain so fond a place 
as he in the memory and hearts of comrades left 
behind. 

This park is the last gift I have planned for our 
city. The papers of transfer read, '* Presented by 
the Daughters of Edward Ellison," but the day of 
public presentation awaits your coming. It shall be 
one of our best days, and then the gates of .this 
charming retreat shall be thrown open to the public, 
never again to be closed. 

It may seem to some that I have overlooked our 
precious mother in these plans. She is very present 
m my tlu)Ughts, and closely infolded in my affections, 
but she was too ethereal, too spiritual, too wholly 
heart and soul to make any way of bringing her be- 
fore the world desirable. So I say with a feeling 
of great satisfaction, ^'Mother is perfectly repeated 
in our beautiful Angela who is a living monument, 
both of her person and her virtues." 

One more tribute I have sought to pay to the 
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m«mor7 of David Erenberg, and have requested and 
received permianon to murk the far-away grave hj 
the sounding sea, where his mortal body rests. 

David has an intimate and dear friend in New 
York, who is a scnlptor. Prom memory, and with 
the help of several pictures in Zelda's and my pos^ 
session, he has carved a marvelous likeness of the 
Healer. It is in marble, a standing figure, a little 
more than life size and beautiful beyond expression, 
so full of life and true in every partictdar. 

I have sat entranced before it for hours, uncon- 
scious of the flight of time. 

A lover of the beautiful, not knowing it was an 
order^ offered the sculptor a fabulous price for the 
statue, and when he found it was impossible to ob- 
tain it, and also that it was to be sent so far away, 
made the same offer for a replica. 

After careful consideration, feeling coi^dent 
that David would want his friend to receive the of- 
fered compensation, I consented to its being copied^ 
with the stipulation that the name, ''David Eren^ 
berg. Healer," should be boldly cut in an incon- 
spicuous place. 

One day the purchaser brought his brother to 
look at the marble. On entering the studio^ he ex- 
claimed: ''That is David Erenberg, the man I have 
loved above all <rth«fs." 
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They pointed to the name, and he added, ''I am 
glad it 18 there, but it is not necessary for any .who 
have known him to read the name. His majesty of 
presence could never be mistaken, never forgotten, 
no other man like him ever lived, no other so noble, 
so truly great. ' ' 

All arrangements have been made to place this 
statue at the head of the grave where the dear 
Healer's body lies. The sculptor sailed with it last 
month to supervise the setting, and to see person- 
ally that everything is as it should be. The citi- 
zens of Pearl Harbor have provided by legal enact- 
ment to give it proper care for the next hundred 
years. 

The pedestal is a large oblong block of highly 
polished granite. Cut in raised letters on the front, 
is the name, ''David Erenberg, Healer"; on the op- 
posite side, ''He lived to bless and uplift humanity.'' 

I know how impossible it is to preserve a real 
semblance of any one after the soul has passed on, 
for whatever represents a passive state is imperfect. 
Yet a statue is a memory wakener. 

All who have ever seen our father will remem- 
ber the S3rmpathy and broadness and generosity of 
the "Patron Saint of Edina," as the citizens love to 
call him, when they gaze on the representation that 
is to stand at the gateway of the park, and so long 
as that marble by the far away sea exists, its i^igesty 
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and beauty will be an inspiration to all who look 
upon it, even though they have not known him whom 
it represents. 

The sculptor has done his work well. He has the 
genius to discern soul beauty and greatness, and ex- 
traordinary ability in giving his conception expres- 
sion. But how past copying in any way was the 
beauty and greatness of David Erenberg's soul I So 
wise and yet so simple ; so sensitive, yet so self -con- 
trolled; so helpful, yet never officious; so forgetful 
of self, so considerate of others ; so able to lead and 
jcontrol, yet never accepting positions of power or 
honor; such perfect balance; such completeness. 

In the brightness of his guidance, life is to me 
an illumination.. I have no lonely hours, David is 
ever near. I do not see him, but I recognize his 
presence. I feel his influence and the joy beyond 
expression, and 'Hhe peace that passeth under- 
standing" fills my heart and lift. 

Ah, surely, no good is ever withheld too long. 
''Some sweet thing is coming to every one. 
After a while. ' ' 



PART THREE 



i 



OUR LOVED AILENli: 

By 
ANGELA BLLISON SIEBBRT 

I U^ impelled ta shape the loregomg kttiOPy 
tiumirh so y^ij persttnal, with all who may have aa 
interest in reading it, for my sister Aifene aeemed 
in a way to belong to aU. Her sphere was large, she 
touched in intio^te relatimship many other li¥es. 

Some will read beeanse they lov^ her, olhevs 
hsoanae in her varied outrea/ehings she had baeai 
helplul to them, others beoanse she Turas a pattern 
an nwakener, an envbodiment nf hop^ and faitii in 
thm iinal tnunqdi of good, atbera still bteause ol the 
rare duuom ol lier personality, so muselfigh, so ont* 
rcibehingt so iympathetifially magQietie, so supremely 
ncAie and stposig and helpful, and beeanse her Itfe 
yi(M an inqpdtajkion to those seeking the h%best. 

I will also add te the letter a few heart reoerds 
of our last d^ys togetiiev, haleyoA days, never te be 
foffg^litem. 

Ou tile, e^e pt ew an:ifii)» dMt 0»e. mt Urn If^ 
Ux vittt bei^ gDOi^bwghl kip. J reid il ^tuoeui^ 
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before going to sleep, re-read many pages. 

Few can understand how thankful I felt, for the 
revealing it was to me of the passing of her soul 
through the days of our long separation. In early 
life we had such oneness of interests, such unre- 
strained confidences and understood each other so 
fully, that I had felt little thrills of loneliness in not 
knowing her more entirely during my married life, 
but this letter restored the broken links, gave back 
what had been lost, satisfied the longing and made 
us rieady to go on at once from the old standpoint. 

After reading I put the letter safely away, think* 
ing it would be better enjoyed by my husband if we 
perused it together in the leisure of our return voy- 
age Or after reaching our (German home. I told 
Ailene of this, and she replied: **Just as you think 
will be the right way," adding, ''Those few pages 
are something like a book of texts which will doubt- 
less be the theme of many heart-to-heart talks be- 
tween us, throwing wide open the doors and bring- 
ing us at once into the close intimacy of earlier 
years, ' ' the embers of which have been keenly alive, 
though not always kept bright and glowing. 

It appeared to make no difference in the conduct 
of affairs that a whole family was taken into the gen- 
erous arms of the old home. There was always the 
chosen place in waiting for every one, each indi- 
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Tidual preference was noticed and provided for, 
and each one's desires so quickly transformed into 
realization that the children immediately began call- 
ing Anntie Ailene ''The Good Fairy/' a name so 
appropriate, we all used it at times. 

I soon discovered that my ever watchful loving 
elder sister had developed into a wonderfully charm- 
ing and forceful woman. She seemed to me father, 
mother and Ailene in one. She saved time and vital* 
ity by doing everything just right the first time, and 
though always social and entertaining, was able to 
attend to her large round of daily duties with un- 
broken regularity and order. 

Comfort and joy followed in her wake. 

She was worshipfully welcomed everywhere, and 
never seemed out of place. 

Her manner of dress was very simple, yet ex- 
quisite, suited alike to mansion or cot. Nothing in 
it to attract attention, and always something in 
heart and mind to awaken response in the many 
varied natures she met. 

Daughter Eatrina once said: ''How strange it is 
that the sunshine always grows brighter where 
Auntie Ailene, is, and that everybody smiles and 
feels happy when she is with them." It was a 
ehild's eomprehensioA of her harmonic nature and 



Ifi^ lUVip BBSNBBBG, HEAUE^B 

mt^itiTe perception of the best in eyerytliin£^. 

In those ^ayn of reunion, we all felt the truthfol- 
ness of the old saying, * ' Time flies. * * Every moment 
enriched ns, and left its record in onr tiearts, but I 
shall trace only a few of those records on these 
pages, for I simply want to tell of Sister Ailene as 
we saw her and of the full and triumphant com- 
I^etion of her life work. 

There are times when the distinctive plans we 
make seem to lose their individual trend and to move 
hastily together toward one great central ultimate 
finidi. This was noticeably so in the final arrange- 
ments of my sister. Many things she told me of hoping 
to do, found quick adjustment, and one day when 
some nnexpjQcted forwarding of her projects bad oc- 
emr^ 9he exclaimed: ''It seems to me all the 
really important and special things I have planned 
have reached the point where others can easily take 
them on when I am called upon to lay them down. 
I love to feel that the many offairs I am interested 
in are in order, and that they are so, is largely due 
to my careful advisers. Judge Wiseman & Sons.." 

''To your own ability and faithful attention as 
iMieU," I added. "The Judge tolcl me only yester4&7 
that you oui^t to have been ma^de President (Kf ^e 
IButed Stetes i that there were f^w men more, com- 
p«tent ox more ^Bcient i^ the hii^cOing of 



'*I recognise ttat I have a sort o* trtAttti abffity 
in business transactions, ' ' she replied. " It if a paori 
of my inheritance from father." She did not ipeaM 
with prid^, there was not a particle of viriity in 
her nature, neither of self depreciation. She voL^tiAy 
saw things as they were and siccepted the condition,' 
whether flattering dr otherwise, without thd meter 
of her feelings undergoing any apparent chan^. 

One morning Ailene told us she must be absent 
nearly all day, having to attend to the apportion- 
ment of water, flowing from springs that were lo- 
cated on her property far up the mountain side. Her 
horse was ordered for an early start, and we all went 
out together for last words and loving detaiidn'g^^ 
which were shared with Arabia, for we had leartlefd 
to admire her as sister propheisied we would ; ab j^er- 
f ect in form and graceful in motion, genti:e and af^ 
fectionate as a child, Spirited and swift. No one 
ever mounted her btit Ailene. They W6re so oftto 
seen and spoken of together that the horse wtd b^ 
ter known throughout the city and ite6ordetf kincfefeiF 
consideration than man^^ people. 

That morning while we y6t lingered, s<6m^ of the 
black children came acrbss the ga'i^den pl&yitLg' on 
drum and flfe. Arabia picked up the martial step' 
and with the spirit of a warhorse, sped doWn the 
path leading to the mountain rOad. Wnving a Imat 
adieu, we turned t6 oui* in<Evidual iixter^sttf. 
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Earlier than expected, we saw Ailene coming up 
the long winding way to the house. When nearing 
the steps, Arabia stombled. Ailene slipped from 
the saddle, saying, ''My good Arabia, are yon and 
I getting worn outf" The horse leaned its head 
against her outstretched hand, and when the groom 
took the bridle, seemed loath to go. 

''Arabia never stumbled before,'' Ailene said to 
him, "take off her shoes and turn her loose in the 
house grounds, where she can see us often. We will 
give her a vacation.'' 

' ' I will do it just now. Missis, ' ' Hosea answered ; 
"so she can have a nice sunset hour to rest and 
feed." 

Then Ailene came in and dropped down in her 
favorite chair, while our young people snuggled 
about her close as possible, lamenting that she had 
been gone so long. "But everything went easily," 
she told them, "and I gained an hour, one more 
golden hour to spend with those who are dearest 
to me on all the earth, and so soon to sail away 
across the great blue sea. ' ' 

We were still on the veranda exchanging the 
day's incidents, when Hosea came back leading the 
unshod horse, which, on seeing Ailene, adroitly broke 
away and came running up the steps. Meeting her 
merrily, and resting a hand on the gracefully curved 
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neck, Ailene walked with them down to the feeding 
ground, where she left her seemingly content, but 
coming from dinner, we heard Arabia call out in a 
loud, commanding tone, and Ailene said, ''I feel 
impelled to go to her. Make yourselves happy with- 
out thought of me — " Just then Hosea came run- 
ning in saying, "Missis, it is Arabia's last call. She 
is not suffering severe pain, but she will die. She 
wants you. '* He drew from under the stairs a wheel 
chair, and lifted Ailene into it, adding, "The grass 
is dewy, I will take you where she lies.'' 

Later, our son, Edward, went down to them, but 
returned without attracting their notice. "I stole 
back," he said. "Auntie is sitting on the ground 
with Arabia 's head in her lap, stroking and soothing 
and talking to her, and Hosea is comforting her in 
various ways with his kind and skillful touch. 

About ten. Sister came in telling us, "Arabia is 
dead. Hosea brought me to the house, but he is go- 
ing to make himself comfortable down there and 
stay with her all night. She seemed so glad to have 
us near. Every little while she lifted her head and 
kissed us, dog fashion, a way she always had of 
doing, and her great kind eyes looked the love and 
gratitude she felt. 

"Hosea said, 'Mammy and most of our people 
think it is cruel to desert any creature soon as it has 
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stopped breatbing, and we of the black race, never 
do if we can help it. ' 

*^ Arabia had a spasm before he came for me, and 
broke a blood vessel. All the bleeding was internal, 
but he understood her trouble and knew she couldn't 
live. He was graduated from a veterinary school. 
'I will train you another horse, kind Missis/ he 
^bbed, as she ceased to breathe, 'and make sure 
that it has none of Arabia's faults.' I have no idea 
what her faults were. I never saw any, and shall 
never try to fill her place. I feel ^ad that her life 
has been so comfortable and is ended with so little 
pain. If she had lived longer than I, she would 
have missed me. I understood her language of 
voice, motion, expression, and she understood my 
words to a remarkable degree." 

Then, as if nothing unusual had happened^ she 
sat smilingly down to finish a game of chess with 
Edward, and we never heard her lament her loss. 
She simply adapted herself to changed circum- 
stances without demurring, believing without ques- 
tioning or repining that ''All things work together 
for good." 

I write of this partly because Arabia had become 
so humanized, it seems fitting to make record of her 
death, but more to show the composure and serenity 
of Ailene^s nature. Her heart was a deep well, its 
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waters never overflowed, but they wire i livisLg 
flood, sparkling with the elixir of love, love tini- 
versal, love personal, love immaculate. 

She always gave her whole heart to the thing 
nearest and then centered her interest on what 
came next. She was never superficial or forgetful. 
I have often thought she remembered eveirything 
that any occasion demanded, but she did not dwdU 
on things of the past, whether sad or joyful. Every 
new day she regarded as a gift from the Creator and 
felt in honor bound to make it as beautiful and Udi- 
ful as possible, though not with the slightest appear 
ance of anxiety or worry. She was simply tOlti 
with a serene enthusiasm and good will. 

As we sat together looking over tke mofninj^ 
mail, one day, Ailene looked up saying, "I hive a 
letter to share with you before we beparat^. it id 
from Haiwaii.'* I surmised its contents, and re- 
gretted the explanations its reading would r^iquir^, 
for I had never found a fitting time tb share with 
my husband, sister's written confidences; ihoil^h h% 
and I invariably shared everything of interest with 
each other. 

He had been away a good deal. It was iiiipos- 
sible to lure me from home, but he Had taken the 
children to some of the wonderful plftced in our 
western country, San Francisco, Yosertiite Vikliiy, 
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the Yellowstone region, and we really had not known 
a quiet moment by ourselves. It weighed on my 
heart, but the quiet hour when I could talk with him 
of David Erenberg evaded us. 

Fortunately a friend came in as sister finished 
speaking, and took the Baron for a morning drive. 
After he bade us adieu, Ailene opened the letter 
again. It was from the sculptor who had been put- 
ting in place the statue of David Erenberg. 

She read, *' Everything is finished; I sail for home 
tomorrow." 

Never before have I been so satisfied with the 
outcome of anything I attempted to do. 

''The location of the statue is ideal. The people 
are enthusiastic in their appreciation. They some- 
times manifest their affection for their loved Doctor 
by embracing the cold marble. One old man with 
tears rolling down his cheeks, said, 'In this he comes 
back to us. ' 

"I shall visit you soon after my return, for if I 
attempted to write the words of admiration, appre- 
ciation and gratitude for your gift, that I have lis- 
tened to, my letter would become a volume. Beside 
I bring tokens from the physician whom the Healer 
especially loved." 

She folded the sheets and put them carefully 
away, saying, ''The gladness this brings me I can 
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only feel, it is beyond the power of words to ex- 
press/' 

We rose and walked silently together to the 
porch from where I watched her pass along the pine 
shaded pathway and through the open door of our 
home chapel, where in the deep, full tones of the 
organ, she poured forth the emotions of her soul in 
strains of thrilling harmony. 

When we met again, she put her arm around me, 
saying, ''Angela, you know the poets tell us, 'Music 
and joy are forever.' '' 

With old memories recalled, old haunts revisited, 
old friendships renewed, the days went by on swift- 
est wings, leaving their record in our hearts, as the 
smile of a friend leaves its impress through unmeas- 
ured time, and bringing to a close the happy season 
of our reunion. 

As the time for return to our German home drew 
near, the hours were filled with those many little 
last things that add a fadeless charm to days that 
must soon merge into a fondly remembered past. 

"The thing I really care for most," Ailene said, 
"I leave for the very end of our visit that when 
we are separated, the last memories may be the 
dearest ones.'' 

That last joy, to which she referred, was the 
presentation of Edward Ellison Park to the citizens 



of Edinft. She hkd t>liai]ied a fertiv^ daj for the 
whole city and the oflScials had proclaimed it a ptib^ 
lie h^dajr. Ailency who nerer did anytiii&g blnnd- 
trintfij or on a small scale, personally ai^anged 
every particular for the comfort and entertainment 
of her large company. Young and old, feeble and 
strong, quiet and gay, rich and poor, were con- 
sidered. A few friends from afar, Who remembered 
our father with fond regard were inyited, and 
Z^da Lester was asked to be our family guest. 
Miss Lester wrote that it was iitipossible to be with 
us at the time named, but, if acceptable, she riiould 
be pleased to come a little later. 

A little later she came, but Oh, too late. She 
was a brilliantly beautiful woman, intelligent and 
genial, her pure goodness was manifest in every- 
thing she did, and said, and her adaptibility and sin- 
cerity and deep love of Ailene won quick entrance 
to our hearts, and helped us realize what the com- 
panionship with her and David Erenberg had been 
to our sister. 

The anticipated day dawned in beauty. At the 
breakfast call, Ailene came tript>iii£; down the 
Stairs, a flush of color in her cheeks, and an eh- 
tbusiasm in her manner that niade me eidaiin, 
**Why here is the Ailene of years agonel" *'It id 
because this is the happiest day I ever knew,'' she 
responded. ''I do not understand it ihjrself. It is 
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a joyous thing to have a whole city futt of friends, 
for guosts, and I deli^^t i^ it, hut I hav^ had many 
)}imilar pleasures without thjus ^mse of ei(hilaratiy(m> 
this freedom of piotion a^ if ev^ry movement were 
automatiQy and I copld drift away into infinite spiM^e. 
T^is exaltation of spirit a98ures me tliat in all the 
i^iivers^ there is only good. ' ' 

Stooping tp kiss me, she 3aii) in a low voiee, **l 
think there is something very gladsome §^d rf^^ti^- 
0U9 that Dayi4 wishes to impart to me. My inner 
oopscion^nesff is thrilled with an i|itep»#e a^^ su- 
preme happiness, and e^peetatioQ of Bxm^ $urprise, 
incom^eivahly joyous a^d bligsfu|. If Z<^da were 
here, s^e eould interpret, eould explain this ecstasy. 
I aeem to see everything througji^ a inagic lens, and 
aU i^ transfigured and strangely heaptif ill/ ' 

After a cheery social break&st, phe flitted 
throi^h the house and grounds ainging and ehatting 
with those she met, and went away in her phaeton 
to ts\kB note if all were ready at the park. As she 
passed out pf pight under the trees, Edward said, 
''Mother, isn't Auntie Ailene angelic this morning t" 
''I could not imagine a more loy^y ang(^," I re- 

ppn4#4. 

Those to take part in the exercises of the day 
assembled at Ellison Plaee and from thare drove ont 

tog^er. Ailene met us aa we alighted wd led the 
way tP the place we were to oeenpyf 
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At ten o'clock the gates were opened, ''never 
again to be closed to the public/' so the papers of 
the transference read, and called by the stirring mu- 
sic of the city orchestra, the people began to assem- 
ble. The music ceased. The throng grew silent, 
and my husband, in accordance with Sister's de- 
sire, presented the park to the city ''in behalf of 
the daughters of Edward Ellison, a memorial to 
their father." 

It was accepted for the citizens in a brief peech 
by the Mayor, and then our little daughter drew the 
flag that enveloped the statue. The likeness was so 
perfect, it seemed as if father stood among us. A 
hush fell over the vast throng, and as they stood 
with uncovered heads, the "old pastor," his bosom 
friend, paid appropriate tribute to "the foresight, 
energy and nobility of him who had founded and 
fostered our beautiful city," and offered thanks for 
the blessings that flowed from the unselfish and ef- 
ficient life of him who ' ' builded even better than he 
knew," and for the intrinsic value and helpfulness 
of all good lives." 

Our son Edward, father's namesake, then pre- 
sented the statue, which was accepted in appropri- 
ate form. 

The speakers' platform was very long, and one end 
was occupied by Uncle Job's orchestra and chorus. 
Job's son, the minister, had written "A tribute to 
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my dear master," and Job had set it to music. Prob- 
ably it was not a great production, but it was 
heart stirring. 

When this had been sung, Ailene walked over 
to the musicians, gave one hand to Job and one to 
the preacher. The shining of their white eyes, and 
the glistening of their teeth showed how much hap- 
piness her low spoken words gave them. Then 
smiling her appreciation to the others, she sat down 
in their midst. 

I could think of nothing but a tall white lily as 
her fair face shone against that dusky background, 
and the remembrance of that fair lily is clearer to 
me than anything that occurred during the remain- 
der of the day's ceremony. I know there were re- 
freshments, and restrooms and boats and amuse- 
ment and comforts galore, and the citizens knew that 
ample provision had been made for the continuance 
of these good things in years to come. 

After dinner, which was without formal speech- 
making, the household, except Ailene and Edward, 
came home. She wanted to drive about the grounds 
a little, but would soon join us." 

Judge Wiseman and his son were sitting on the 
veranda when we drove up. They had some pa- 
pers for Ailene to sign and had come early to talk 
over the events of the day. Dr. Felder came in too, 
and while we waited for Ailene, we fell to talking 



of luer. Our little iigaigli^t]^^ ^ith j^dish im^^- 
U^ce, exdaimeidy' ' I woijider ?iirhere Auii|4^ ^eixt." 
' ' 0/ ' replied Tom Wiseman, ' ' she he^^rd ^^ ^Hie 
li^W'f crops Ferie not yi^ldiAg F^B> or tJM^ fo°ic 
child > pet dog yrf^ 4^a<if or^rr" '*y#s," ^js l^th/^ 
intierp^ptedi ''t^^^ is i^othing so trifling, if it gi^ye 
J07 Of $9rvQW to imother, but i^e would put hj^- 
fifilf out to guy e^i^tcnt to jkos^ back w^^e for Bmi^, 
tQ fpe^j^ 4^ word of i^omfprt, or give kel^, but her 
time is mostly taken up with weightier i|iatterp. 
Though she <pd qot /^ter into ^e practice of law 
in |;he ji^ny^ WfB^Jj on rec(siying h<er dip^jPiay pl^e i$, 
i^id has b^n for years, t)ie cojunsdor of every law- 
yer^ ^d official in t|ie ^ity, imd thea^e are few, it 
any, who would begin an ance^ti^n public enterr 
prisii^, without first talkiug it over wfth her. Sl^e 
seed right throng)^ a business proposition at a glance^ 
and at once separates t}l^ pbaff from the wh^« I 
know of no plan for ciyic Improven^ent in the county 
that was not fir^t canvassed w\^ her. Her opinion 
of ti^t legality of a question I never knew t^ be 
wrong. She prpmptly pmois up tbe vel^e ef 1^ pit9P9^ 
sition in very few words, and quietly w^hdrawe ^m 
tl|e ooneult^^on, unices it cbiM^ee to be fa44 9A her 
own home, in which case, ehe witite till tbiB baeH^'^SP 
IP finj^e4 ^f^i then e^ten^ ^r hoepitali^ to those 
^eae^bll^ ^ eome greeioue way uulike WVW9 eieo* 
§be appe^rf i^e Wasi4er h?M^ W a JLevel with ev«T 



one At ixikttkf seemingly nnconsciottls t)f mipeHoHty 
of any kind, yet I lieve^ heard her spokeii of, or ad* 
itemed with iuiy pkase of familiarity. 

She never criticiseii, never bltimed, nevei^ w&stes 
#6M8; Will not accept a public position, nor even 
allow hef name placed on any committee. 

Th^ citizen6 of the town could not diow their 
appreciation Imd high l*egard better than by the 
watch they keep ovei* hei^. Special police are or 
dei*ed to patrol her grounds every night and to gua^d 
the house day and night. It is an unwritten ordi- 
6anbe, but always followed. She seemed so f eatless, 
aiid so unconcerned ove^ her great wealth that 
when she first i^etumed from abroad the Mayoi^ took 
diarm, and the policy of watchfulnesis he installed 
has been continued by all his successors. Our firm 
sends private deteetives along whenever she goes 
out of town and usually some old friend ^' happens'^ 
to be on the same train. Old Job and Mammy 
hold her constantly in their thought. If there is 
anything the least suspicious, th^y have only to toll 
their White eyeii and the whole black settlement is 
aleit tot the safety of their 'Mear Missis," Who Is 
their *' chief est treasure.'' 'fhe best of it is, it haii 
nevet semed tb occur to her th&t she was more care- 
fully Iboked after than other people." 

**TW," I added, "ihy husband sayd, *Ail6ne'8 
iA6Ui ttotideable ehaihih is hei* complete iuicbnftciotid- 
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ness of herself and unconcern for what is hers, her 
simplicitjr and her unassuming manner.' " 

''She is a tremendous heart winner/' said Tom. 
''That trait outshines her business ability and all 
other c^ces. I was passing Goyemor Grafton's 
residence yeterdaj, and noticed his daughter Grace 
stoop down and press her face against the iron gate. 
On seeing me near, her cheeks crimsoned, but she 
tossed her head defiantly as she said: 'I don't mind 
telling you, Mr. Wiseman, why I kissed this old 
gate, for I know you would like to be in my place. 
Bight here is where Miss Ellison 's hand rested when 
she stopped to talk with me. It is of no use to look 
about, you will not see her, she passed on some time 
ago— neither shall I repeat her sweet words. She is 
so charming and wise and inspiring, I adore her. I 
think she is the Cherub in disguise that strayed from 
Paradise, and whom all the hosts of heaven have 
sought so long in vain.' 'No,' I answered, 'that is 
a pretty conceit, but it takes generations of noble 
living to evolve a woman like Ailene Ellison.' 

"Another time I was on the outskirts of the 
town and a little chap kneeling down in the mud 
was driving sticks where I considered they ought 
not to be, but when I remonstrated, he said: 'Why, 
look at this! That's where the good lady stepped 
when she went away from our house, and I'm sav- 
ing her track. Isn't that a pretty onet I tell you. 
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me and my folks loves her awful much.' " I said 
nothing more about the sticks. They stood for some- 
thing I had been trying all my life to express. 

''One night I went to a humble dwelling to see a 
man who was struggling with adversity. In the 
next room with open door between, a little boy knelt 
by the bed of his sick mother that she might hear 
his nightly prayer. The father and I silently bowed 
our heads as we listened to the child's petition. 
'Kind, heavenly Father, bless precious papa and 
mamma. Bless Johnnie and help him to be a good 
boy, and Miss Ellison, our city angel, and save her 
from all harm. Keep all people and all things in 
your loving, watchful care. Amen.' " 

"He should have said, 'Bless Miss Ellison and 
Mr. Wiseman, our city angels, and keep them from 
all harm,' " I amended. 

A tear rolled down Dr. Pelder's cheek. "Well," 
he said, "this tear shows I am getting old. Ailene 
was given into my especial watchcare when her 
mother passed into spirit life, I was young and in- 
experienced as a physician, but the mother said, 'I 
know you and the blood that courses through your 
veins. Look after the health of my little girls and 
see that they grow up well and strong.' You, An- 
gela, were soon wed and went away. In watching 
over Ailene, I have been faithful to the trust laid 
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tl^n me. But now, in certaih ways, she has come 
to be my caretaker. She has opened windows that 
have let light into my soul and given me an outlook 
beyond the ordinary scope of human vision. 

Stit always reached forward and upward, but the 
summer she studied at Purple Lake camp with David 
Brenberg, Healer, her soul unfolded like a rose 
kissed by sunshine and dew." 

''What do I hear!" exclaimed my husband. ''Da- 
vid Erenberg, Healer 1 He was at one time the 
most trusted man in (Germany in the recognition 
and explanation of psychic phenomena. He came 
and went like a bright meteor and we know him no 



more." 



Just then Ailene and Edward drove up to the 
door. He took her from the carriage and up the 
steps as if she were some fairy princess he had 
rescued and was sacredly protecting.. 

My husband drew me close to his side, saying, 
"I am glad we have one son for Ailene — ^he is hers — 
and he is ours.' ^ 

She came in with a special word for each waiting 
friend, and with cordiality, said: "You will all 
stay to dinner. I will freshen up a little while it is 
t>reparing.'' Before leaving us, she insisted that 
Tom had his father lie down in the library and after 
her foot was on the stairs, she turned back and took 
botli of Hr. Felder's hands, saying, "Tou are tired. 
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too, dear, /dear friend. Yc^u ).p^ok ^ ji t^|:>e ifr^/^ § 
tear in your heart. We ]mow all is Joy — ^thje^e neyor 
can be a mistakje. D^yi4 a«9ure4 n^ 9f thlt|». ?j^Qf^ 
is a restful corner in |;hp music rooin |ifid 4 ^9^;i^b^ 
quilt to to9s Qver you." Then she went h^r wa^^ 
but notwithstan^ilM? her thoughtfi^lness^ we d3\ ^te- 
piained tof etJxer. 

My husban4 said, ''David Erenl^e^g see^if to h^ 
jR famili^ name tp theifj^ friend^. " 

* * Yes, ' ' Dr. Felder replied, * * we have known him 
well. He was the soul of life to Ailene and an in- 
spiration to us all." I hastei^ed to add, ^'Ailen/B 
left a long letter in my room, telling of the traiiis- 
cendent days spent with him^ which I r^ad the night 
of our arrival. It was for you and me, dear hus- 
band, and I have kept it waiting for a time wfaMi you 
could read it sympathetically. You will find an in- 
teresting recountal of those days in the letter which 
I will give you tonight. Perhaps you will fed at I 
did, that you cannot sleep till you reach the last 
word." 

''I am i^d you have the lett^," he reidied. 
^'Perhaps it will explain the marvelous spiritual ^%t 
vation I have frequently noticed in our sister sinc# 
we have been here.'' 

Judge Wiseman explained, ''The Healepr 4wel^ 
among us many y^ars ^o. His h^4u^g PPW^ 
greatly relieved yoiir wife's lather diur|BjS M^ Vif^ 
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fllnefls. The Heal«r was young then and did not re* 
main long in the city, in fact, he went away before 
he had made any laating impression on the eitizens 
in general. Some years ago, he attended an assem* 
bly at Porple Lake. He was then recognized and re- 
ceived by those who had formerly known him, with 
the honor that was his due. None conld resist hia 
gracious manner, his unmistakable universal kind^ 
ness and his wisdom, but as before, his stay was 
very short 

'He gave some reasons for his erratic life at a 
dinner given by Ailene. I had no argument with 
which to contradict his assertions, but having an un* 
willing mind, I was not converted to his theories. 

''Ailene, who never forgets or neglects a friend, 
when she knew of his return, called immediately on 
him and his ward, Miss Lester, and a strong regard 
was at once established between the three. They 
were together daily during the few weeks he re- 
mained in Edina. ' ' 

While we yet talked about her, Ailene came drift- 
ing in among us, my husband said, "as if floating 
out from the realms of light.'' 

Her wavy, nut-brown hair, slightly threaded with 
white, was softly coiled low on her head. A fluf^ 
white crepe dress drifted about her. The narrow 
band of gold that David Erenberg placed on her 
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flnger when he went away, simple as it was, caught 
my attention. It seemed to glow like fire. 

On entering, she said, to Judge Wiseman, "we 
will attend to the papers first, then we shall have no 
feeling of business hanging over us." He spread 
them out on the library table, and she wrote her 
name, quietly remarking that she was eegnizant of 
their contents and did not need to read. 

My husband and the Judge witnessed her sig- 
nature, and then we all responded to the dinner call. 

The grace of hospitality was so natural to Ailene 
that it lent a charm to all social occasions in the old 
home. She presided at table with a quiet serenity 
of manner that gave opportunity for uninterrupted 
converse which refreshed and strengthened mind as 
well as body. 

Dinner over, we strolled about the grounds till 
the dew began to fall, and finally drew together in a 
large oak paneled room, "the family room'' of our 
early days. As the cool of twilight came on Ed- 
ward lighted the open wood fire, and we circled 
around its glowing warmth and cheer, then he 
brought his violin and we sang together the old 
hymns and songs familiar in all lands for genera- 
tions. Once Ailene said, "I think I hear the angels 
singing with us." "I do not doubt it," was my 
husband's response, and then we sang on and on. 
In one of the pauses. Dr. Felder's face suddenly be- 
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caxB^ wMt^ and he started up, caHing, ^' Afleaie T" 

All eyes ittmed to her. Her gaze was fixed, her 
tide pale, but the eolor quickly returned, and i^he 
put her hand m his, saying with a look of rapture, 
'^Dear Doctor, David is herel I see him plainly 
now, knd I hear him speak. He has come for m^! I 
aih totering the light of heaven. I begin to see witii 
spirit vision, and to tmderstand the celestial lang- 
utfg^. Father and mother are with us, glorified, but 
unmistakably our own, and many, many whom we aH: 
love. David takes your hand, Doctor,^ and our good 
«^<}ge Wiseman's, and says, 'It will riot be long. 
Ailene, and I will meet you when you come.' He 
beArs me a'#ay. This is the fulfillment of life's fond- 
est ho^."^ Heir face became illumined, and with a 
clear, resonant voice, she sang a line from an old 
antheM, ^^0, the joy, the bliss of dying." 

f hen her eyed dosed, her head dropped and Dir. 
J%ldeV saM, '"^e wiH lay her ori th^ sofa in the U- 
brarfy."' 

'^Oni took he!r iii his strong a^rms, sobbhlg, and ii^ 
Kt tendeWy laid h6r down, I heard him whisper, 
*''rtlaAk Odd, it is mine dnde, to hold her to my 
hearl!.'^ 

fhen Aanimy' <iame' in, moinin^, **My baby'* 
g6iie io heaven, the angers toU me so." ^e fell on 
h^ khefes, ^fi^h^f ed those beautifol Itends i^' 6^ 
cBitoifoig a low, foAd p'rayer, and WeAf <yai tellftig 
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those other faithful ones, ''Be calm, be stilli our 
dear Missis has gone from earth. ' * 

While we stood around her with awed and trem- 
bling hearts, the room was filled with music, celes- 
tial music. All heard it, all listened, as it were, en- 
tranced, and no one doubted then that Ailene did 
hear the angels sing, as she had thought. 

Three days, those last three days, the great house 
stood open, filled with flowers and sunshine, and all 
the city came to pay tribute of love to h^ who had 
been their inspiration, transfigured now, translated 
to the higher service of the Father divine. A ser- 
vice to be wrought in the sweet, sublime compan- 
ionship of him whom she had **wed for all eternity." 
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